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To the chaſt and: pure Virgin-Souls, 
that love the Lord Jagus Chriſt in 
Sincerity , Grace and Peace be mul- 
tiplied. 


1 I (dark 5 
= Heſe Hymns were moſt compoſed in the 
When reſtleſs hours interrupted ſlety-: 
| With a deſign 10 ſtop that rambling work, ' 
| Ungovern'd fancy uſeth then to keep. 
Better make Hymns then yield to Melancholy, 
Or take the World to govern by 6 thoughrful folly. 


II. ( draw 
\. Hands off you venomous Creatures; you that 
The rankeſt Poyſon from the ſweeteſt flows: 
 Yeay that by Rigor of a Iuftful Low, . | 
Would force Divine love to conform. to yours. 
1 fear, if you fhow!d light upon this Book; (lcok. 
Yow'ld force.it from it ſelf, and like a love-(ong- 


11 "of 
| But if you do,. our Loves ave ftill Divine ; | 
|. The ſtinking Dung hils can't put out the Sun : 

White you {mg out your ſhame, we will incline 
To fing the Praiſe of Gods eternal Son. (Song, © + 

We will in Pſalms and Hymns, and Spiritual.” © 
Qui fingthe Mirth obſcene,which unto you belongs. . © * 
Come- 
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I V. + | I 

Come then you Virgin-Spouſes of thei Lamb; 
Foyn conſort with-the Holy Ones above : 
Put off the Clog, your Boa), if you can, 
And melt your ſelves into a Maſs of Lowe. 
Out with the dregs, and draw the'Spirits higher, 

Let Love be Love Divine, and not. a luſtful Fire. |" 


V. 
T bawveliv)d out now more then threeſcore years, 
And never. yet cuuld find my heart in tune 
For ſuch a Work as this ; it plain appears, 
"Love's bard to be refined! O, how ſoon, (Grace 
* , "Returns the dregs and. [ſmut ! the. fbrength of | 
> "And Ages weakneſs,both at work,take little place. 


£ VL 7 © 
Kor bad.thu been exposd to publick wiew,: 
” But that the Child was drawn by Cogent hand : 
-  *Fivas hard to truſt.it, when there are ſo few. 
| Chaſt Ejes, andprre Minds, abroad the land. 
©» Butt let it take the Covert of. the wings. ( ſings. 
= Of Him,whoſe work it «, of Himywhoſe Pr, it 
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The Song of Songs, which was Solomon. 
HYMN 1. | 


Was Solomon's Song, but now *tis mine ; 
*Tis yours, you bleſſed Saints on 
high: .: 
Yau Miltants come and make your þ Wi 
All you that are athirſt, draw nigh, ; 
This Song of Songs, .and Hymns of praiſe ; 
SYecf s atthy feet we lay,.. 
ogether with our Hearts and Souls, 2 
And. for. acceptance humbly pray. - * 
| King "Solomon ſhant Praiſe thee alone, 4 
Nox fingly ſing his part in this: . ey 
We'l Praiſe thee too, becauſe that thou, * 
Our Jeſus art, as well as his. Jo 
Strike up you bleſſed Angels, "Tune * WW 4M 
Your Muſick to the higheſt Key ; be 
You ſeparated Souls in bliſs, 
x Sing forth his Praiſe (as well you way2.. 
How precious is this Song of Songs, 
Where Chriſt himſelf con dis, 
Mx ſings the Praiſes of his Qprch , 
As they 're concern'd in ſinging His - 
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Come bleſled Spirit of our God, © 
Enflame our hearts with heav ly fire; 
Weel ſing our parts: O! raiſe our hea 
And Tune them yet a great deal high'r. 


Nb ; A 
3 CANT, I. 2. - 
© Let him hiſs mewithebe kiſſes of his Mouth: 
i HYMN =. a 


Et thoſe inanrring Lips of thine, 
| L With Love-begetting Love ; 
Seal Kiſſes on theſe Lips of mine, 
That I may taſt and prove, 
| What thoſe immenſe Treaſures of Love, 
F Thoſe Seas and Oceans be: 
"MP | ſacred Love flow from above, 
fy " In Ne#ar ſtreams to me. - 
x oO = ler me kiſs thoſe Kiſſes, which 
I, Can raiſemy Heart on high, 
And love that Love, that can enrich 
bh And ctown my Poverty. 
-\But wilt renowned Jeſus deign 
22A A Ke ſo vile a Sinner . 


ips gs xar508 
ince tis Kiſs ! 


4 G1) 
1 Do ting | a Love ſo mean! 
_ like this ! 

He that could kiſs the bitter Croſs , 

And kiſs the burning Wrath , 1 
And kiſs the Breath of direful- Death, p 
'A Kiſs for Sinners hath ! 
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"y CANT. LT. 3 
——— For bz Love # better than Wine 


| HYMN 2}. 


Ord! I eſteem thy precious Love , 
And prize it more than richeſt Wine', 

5 There is no Cordial can remove 

My fainting, like that Blood of thine. 
Wine ſpills the man that drinks too mucky + 
| And greatly doth his Health impair; 32 
| Butthoſe thar drink the moſt of Love; 2. 
The temperateſt Perſons are. —_ 

The Wine is not the. poor Mins Drink; | 
Bat here's a Cellar always free: 

. The Rich may come, and pooreſt oain © 
May drink his fill, as well as He. £ 
ere was no Wine at Cana's fealt, .: 44 

'4 Was once complain'd by them above; £80 
Bat ſuch a word ſhall ne're be ſaid, , 

Ar Sion's Feaſt there is no Loye, 
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My Soul ! pierce thou this He Lon 
Fill all thy Flaggons to 
Divine exceſs is ſoberneſs, 

And Holy -ankenneſs no Sin. 

The Wine that with us beſt agrees, 
And curious Palats moſt approve, 
Is not without unpleaſing Lees: 
Bat oh! there is no dregs in Love. 

Loye's All that can be ſpoke or thought;F 
*Tis all Earth hath, or Heav'n above. 
Epitomize a Deity, 

The total ſum of all is LOVE. 


=n—— For bs Love s better than Wine. 


Ove me, my deareſt. Jeſus, love me | fo 
And ſhed that Love, and let me ſee! 
A Letter written full of Love, 
And ſuperfcribed unto me. 
Oloye my Soul, and 'tove me more, 
Alcho I know no reaſon why : = 
. » yo 
Let me experience where that great U 
Magnetick power of Love doth lye:. by 
Thy Love's a flood to quench the Flame Ne 
- "Of all my burning baſe Defires: 
Thy Love's a Flame to drink the flc 
'., . Of Vanity, my. heart aſpires. 


Ot. 
Sir 


(5) 
iy Love's a Corr'five to my Sins ;- 
Eats the proud Fleſh from carnal heart: 
Thy Love's a'Cordial to revive 

The faintings of the better part. 

Let Friends oppoſe, let En'mies rage ; 
Let Tyrants threaten Death appall : 
Let Hgll and Devils do their worſt, 

+; Vle ſetthy Love againſt them all. 

.. [Love me, my deareſt Jeſus, love me.. 

And ſhed that Love, and let me ſee 

A Letter written full of Love, 

And ſuperſcribed unto me. 


> 


CANT.I. 3. 
Becauſe of the ſavour of thy good ointments , 


thy name # as ointment poured forth: theres 
| fore do the virgins love thee. 
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<&) HYMN x. 


Ow odoriferons are the ſents 
Of thy Graces Divine, 
Beyond all meaſure pou'rd forth, 
Upon that Heart of thine ! 
o Garden flow'rs, no Spices, Lord; 
No ſweet pings that pleaſe, 
ot Aaron's Oyl, nor Mary's Box, 
Smell half ſo fweet as theſe. 


B 2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe Virgins next about thy Throne, 
Angels and Saints that ſmell, 

Th” anointings of the holy One , 
And *midſt theſe Odours dwell ; 

Are always in Tranſports of Love, 
Have nothing elſe to do : 

Would 1 were there , that I with them 

| Mightlearn to Love thee too. 

The Virgin-Souls, whom thou art tuning] 
As ſtrings to ſound thy Praiſe; 

Whoſe hearts with,holy Oyl perfuming, 
With whom cis early days; 

Initial cogyerts new crept out | 

_ . The Womb of Graces laws, 

Commence their Love, and Face about : 
O how thy Oyntments draws ! 

Pour ont the anointings, Lord, and we 
Will wrap our ſelves in ſweet, | 

And dwell amidſt the rich perfumes , 
There will we place our feet; 

Tho it be coſtly, ſpare no coſt , 
O ſpare, nor work, nor toyl ; 

Tho we have nothing elſe to give , 

We'l give thee Love for Oyl. 


> a——— 
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CANT. k 4. 
Draw me , and we will run after thee—— 


HYMN 6 


Ith thy great Power draw me, Lord, 

And I to thee will come. 

With greater Power draw me, Lord, 
And I to thee will run. 

Draw me, and others I will draw, 
And we to thee will run ; 

Except thou draw*ſt, our backward hearts 
To thee they'l never come. 

When Jeſus draws , he ſtrongly draws, 
The fleſh can't hold me ba =—Þ 

'* Nor all the pleaſures of the World; 
"Tis thee, *tis thee I lack. 

When Jeſus draws, he ſweetly draws, 
As Beaſts by Fodder led ; 

As Lovers Ped: by Charms of Love, 
As Unions raiſe. the Dead. 

The Loadſtone draws the ſteely Maſs, 
And none can tell us how; 


So draw my ſteely Heart, my : God, 


And make my Powers bow. 
Yea, drawn lam, I bleſs thee fort, 
My Soul ſhall _ thee eyer.: 


B 4 
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& * 8) 
- O Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 
My God , forſake me never. 


ca——_— \ 


CAN TI. L 4 
— The King brought me inta, bis Chambers — 


HYMN 7. 


Hen fervent Love, with winged haſt, 
To bleſſed Jeſus flies: 

; With winged haſt he comes: as faſt, 

- With help and choice ſipphles : 


. He ſends no Strvant down; 

Bur down the ſtairs he comes himſelf, 
Thar King of great renown. 
* His Perſon is the thing She ſeeks, 

His Perſon tends upon Her; -. . 

; His Perſonds the thing She meets, 
His Perſon is Her honour. 
And up the Stairy he leads his Love ; 
Gives Her a Princely Treat; 
"With ſÞ'ritual Ne#ar chears Her heart, 
And Entectainmerits great. 
te feaſts Her with his Chamber-Love ; 
- The belt of all his ſtore : 
She ſeeds upon his Fleſh and Blood ; 
, Her heart can wiſh no more; 


\ 


.Let's not his: Ghnrch ſtand at the door, 39: 


Sl 
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T} © Lord! thou art to mea dart: 


My wounded bleeding hearr, 
Shall ſtill impart her Loveſick Art, 
And never- from thee ſtart. 


awe CANT. I 4 | 
—— Ie will be glad aud. rejoyce in thee— 


HY MN 8: 


FN O, empty Joys, with all you toys? 
TJ I have a better Joy than you: 
The Wine, the Mirth, the Muſick-dance. 
Doth' but my precious Soul -undo.. 
The bleſſed Jeſus hath vouchiſfafe'd 
Upon the Mount my- Soul to raiſe: 
Now-i]& exalt his Name and Fame, . 
And'to the Heavens raiſe his Praiſe, 
Ler-things go how they will belowy 
Let Mountains duel with the Seas g 
Let Hell-her hotteſt Fires blow, hy 
My heart in Him ſhall cake her-eafe.- 
The-merry Mirth which-madneſs yields, . 
Which worldly Men fo fait devours;- 
Their pleaſures and their drinking-hours,. 
Cannot afford ſuch Mirth as ours, . * 
They cannot raſt our Joys, O Lord; 
Nor: can thy Saints more relliſh theirs: 
Ro Our 


C10) 
Our Toys will greater Joys afford : 
And their's will end in bitter Tears: 

Therefore will oo_—_— in thee: 
Our Joys ſhall feaſt upon thy ſtore : 
When we are ſad, we will be glad, 
And Praiſe thy Name for evermore. 


_ a — 


CANT.I. 4. 


| — Fe will remember thy Live more than 


Wine— 


HYMN 9g. 


"lve place, ye Spirits of the Grape , 
That briskly fparkle in the Glaſs: 
There's no ſuch Wine as Love Divine ; 
O, what a flavour Jeſus has! 
Were we poſſeſt of Eft and Weſt, 
 Andall the Joys of Heayv*n above : 
* "Treaſures of both the Worlds: we will, 
Forgetting theſe, remember Love. -- : 
Forgerfulneſs the fruit of Wine, * 
But never was the fruit of Love; -* * 
The more | take , the more I make 
Impreſſions deep, and paſt remove. 
V'e cannot meet with Wine ſo ſweet, 
Nor yet ſo pleaſant to the taſt, 
As drops of warm and bleeding Love, 
Thar trickle from his heart fo fait : : 
| The 
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| C17 Y 
The Wine that from the Grape is preſt”,. 
In time will into ſowr turn; 
Bat Love Divine will ever ſhine, 
With hotteſt Flames that always burn. 
The Wihe is drawn, the Veſſels out, 
You cannot make it ever. run : L 
Whom Jeſus loves,, he loves as freſh, 
As if it were but now begun: 
Thou God of our Salvation, 
Draw forth our Loves. more unto-thee-:: 
By loving us,;#each us to Love, 
And thy. beloved Spouſe to. be.. 


— ___——_ 


CANT. I. 4 
———The upright love thee. "of 


H.Y MN. 10: 


Hou art belov'd , and beſt- approv'd; - 
Of all that are upright, | 
Whioſe- hearts are. ſound, ſincerely. bound ; . 
Thou art their- chief delight : h 
Whoſe-very heart and-fouly part, 
Dwells with.the Truth ; and when: 
Mens hearts are truly. true.to' thee, . 
As thou art: true.:to them. . 
Tho Sinners ſcorn; and-all forlorn 
In their ungod!y fight; 


Wretches 


(uy: 

{ Wretckes they are, that wen not care, . 

” To Love thee, if they might. FN 

>The Hypoctite wilt ſpeak thee fair, 
But hath no-love within: 

; Kiſs, and berray, like Fas they ; 3 
O Lord, it'is their Sin! | | 

My L6rd 11love thee truly, tho T 

> ILovenotasl ſhould: 

+I love thee, yet I love thee not; 

At leaſt,- not- as Þ would : 

+ 1 would I could; but ſince *tis fo,'' Ye 

' Worms can bur att as Worrhsz Rs 

© Accept a real wiſh it were, 

- A ſpark nil Fire burns. 
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Ye 
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CANT. l. 


, Tam black, but comely: (O c Dlughr, of Fe- Fi 
ruſalem ) as. the tents # Kedar, and Cr 
* gains of Solomon. 


—" HYMN 2. 


What a ſorry thing am 1, 
That cannot bear this weight of Love! . 
Pm funk, and'down, and dead, as if 
| Some dart had ſtruck me from above. 
- My Face is black becauſe of Sin; 
© But yet am comely by his Grace: 


Pm black without, but fair within: 5 
The ſcorching Sur hath tann'd. my. Face. 
How black ſoever, Lord, lam; 
Yet lam comely towards ther » 

O-mayſt thou Jove !:and give, me. leave ry 
Thy ardent Lover yet to be» : - 
Tho Sin and Sorrow makes me black, 

Like Kedar's Tents, - that always lye 
Expos'd to Wind and Air unkind , 
And inward waſting. MET. 
Yet Solomon's bed, 38.1 not ſo fair, ..: | 
Nor are his Curtains half. o. bright, ys 
 _- AsTamy through. his. Grace, within, 
Comely in my Beloveds ſight: 
Ye Daughters of. Feruſalem., .-, 
Do not confermn me at. this rate, .. 
Becauſe of my deformity, . . Th 
And this my dark and gloomy ſtate,” £ 
For Love he 6 by altho. I am, 
Moſt undeſgrving of his Love ; 
And black as Hell, as if 1 were, 
As fair as is, the Heay? n above,  * 


- 
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CANT. I. 6. | 


Look not me, becauſe 1 am blac the. 
Sun both looked upon me. rg 


HYMN 12, et 


A Cloud may quickly overcaſt 
The brighteſt Sunny-day ; 
And through rhe fiveeteſt Joys on Earth, 
Our tears can break their way. 
Ye Daughters of Feruſalem , 
 * "The Sun hath tann'd my Face. 
- Alas! the Morphew thar obtrudes. 
Ir ſelf in Beauties place 
- Eook not upoh me, turn. your Eyes: 
| am a loathſom ſight 
To God and Angels, and my ſelf; 
- Inmeisno delight: 
” Ohowl loath my ſelf, my. God, 
©” To ſee this filthy ſight ! 
O how I long, tho-thus unclean, 
To love thee, if 1 might ! 
+ There is a facrificed Lamb,. 
Whoſe Blpod canrmake me white: 
Ee is a Surr can wake the day,.. 
Que of. this diſmal*Night: 


_ "Y 


- 


-} Then 
Fair as the diver: tho thus forlorn, 


- Awake, b Chriſt, and me aſliſt, 
And keey my heart Within, 


* * 


ty). 
black he waſhed off; 


Then my Beauty ſhine; 


Both in your Eyes and mine. | 


—_—— 


— __ 


| CANT.TL. 6. 
—My mothers children were angry with me— 


H'YMN 13. 


Y Mothers (not my Fathers) Sons ;. 
Half Brethren, Lord to me; 
That claim a Kind”red of thy Church , 

But not a-kin- to. Thee: FO 
Sons of the Church. create my woes, _-., : 
And cauſe me all this moan:: | 
They! have me ſee by their blind Eyes,. ” 

ite put out my own. 
They have a way to faſt and pray, 
word doth not allow : 
And 4 their Modes of Worſhip falſe, 
They'd have my Conſcience bow. 
The golden Image they ſetup, - 
My Soul ſhall not adore. 
The fi'iry Furnance of their Wrath ; 
Fle bear, and help implore. 


he. 


- > . 
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(* '6 y 
"True to thy Triith, thy Cauſe andthee, 
4 That nothing make me ſin: 
'* Id better anger Men and Devils, 
That's but a Creaturevrath : 
Than by ſubmitting to theſe evils, 
"Try what thine Anger hath. 


bn — 


CANT.1I. 5. 
——They made -me keeper of "the Vinyards- —_ 


HYMN 14 


Riſe, O'Lord, ſome help afford ; 
To thee my foul doth moan: © (+ : 

I cannot-hold; 1 muſt-unfold BY 

| My grief to+ thee alone. 

» - They've gotten Vineyards here and there , 

Exotick to thy Laws, 

Which by their force they'l make me keep; | 

From which my Soul withdraws. 
« Their Figs are naiight; their Grapes are ſour; 

| Their Vintage is not good: 

- Their Winepreſs is to preſs the -Saints ;- 

Their Liquor is their blood: 

\, Head of the Church !-1 pray thee let - 

My heart be guided fo, 

'That I may:yer their anger-get , 

- And make them more my foe. » 3 

"hh They're: 


(17): ) 
"They've got a Vineyard ſtrangeto thee, 
No Scripture-rule. muſt guide it; ---; / 
And they'd have me- their flave to be: 
O Lord! I can't abide it. - T 
te thou a keeper, Lord, to me, 
And Ple be none of theirs ; 
\nd fortifie my heart within, 
-4 From all beſieging fears: - 
0 will I Praiſe; and "Trophies raiſe, - 
For my I!ſuſtrious King; | 
.. nd throw falſe Worſhip out of doors, 
' As an accurſed thing. - 77 


CANT.I. 6 
But mine own Vineyard 1 have not kept _ 


HYMN 15. 


$A Las!. when 1 with them comply , 
My Soul doth ſuffer loſs : | 
y Vine doth languiſh, and my Trees 
Are overgrown with Moſs. 
y Graces they felt a decay , / 
My Plants began to dye; | 
ly Canſcience bled,” my Joys were fled ;  ,-. 
O, what a Wretch was [!. 8 5 
alſe Worſhip is a canker-Worm:; | 
it Poyſons all the Fruit: - WEE & 


. 


” "Twas never 


|, My other Vineyardbe: 


(18) 


| nm Eno wnmcey of all ; 

ineyard yet doth rue *t: 

with me'and mine, 

Since thee and: thine I flighted ; 

For fear.of man ,' from thee 1 ran; 

_  O howl am benighted! 

Let _ Co and Laws , O Chriſt, 
My Vine to 

and hex 10 chin, Oller ny Soul, 


Unſcri 
My 


And let itbe my great x Þ 
To keep my Vineyards clean 

So ſhall 1 reſt, and be poſleſt 
Of Joys no Eye hath ſeen. 


CANT. I. 7. 


Tell me ( O thou whom my ſoul loveth) where 
thou feedeſt, and where thou cauſeſt thy flocks 
$0 reſt at noow:"-for why «th ce 


that EI afh by the ooks of thy comya-\ 


HY MN' 16. 


Ono | 

Tho haſt a People free- | 

. From all theſe mixtures, cleanſed pure: 
O tell me where they be ! 


Thou 


(19) 
Thou haſt thy Inſtitutions, 
And Ordinances pure ; , 
Thou haſt thy Churches: Tell me when, 
And where I may be ſure. 
Thou haſt Encloſures rich and far, 
Peculiar to thy Sheep; 
And dainty nourſhing Paſtures where 
Thou doſt them always keep. 
Thou in Communion fold'ſt them up, 
In Winter keep'ſt them dry ; 
Thou giv'ſt them ſhades from heat of Sun: 
O tell me where they lye ! 
For why ſhould I be led away 
By Creatures, in pretence ; 


And ſtarve my ſoul, miſled by ſuch 


As comeTI not whence ? 


 Orellme then, andbring me where , 


In this my greateſt need, 
Thy Paſtiires and thy Paſtors are-; 
And Iwith them will feed. 


mw . 


CANT. I. 8. 


_ know'ſt not (O thou faireſt ens W0- 
men) go 4 Wa iy orth by the footſteps of the. 
flocks, and feed thy kids wrvth the FELT | 


rents. 
HYMN. 17. 


Thou my. faireſt 'one.!, 

( Thus my. beloved F pake) 

Z If thou would know what TR muſt do, 

- And with my Saints. partake. | 

+ Go up to.yonder Mount, 

|  Thence look, and thow-ſhalt ſpye, 

- Clear as the. Sun, what muſt be done, 

* Preſented to thine Eye: . 

& Seeſt thou them folded Flocks , 

2 - Whoſe heart the Spirit tyes: 

> Whom Goſpel order calls into 

- Diſtin& Societies? 

| 29 thou the Fields, where they 

4 oy. their heavenly feed? 

bepherds ſtand ar my command. , 
vide them at their need. 


To 


"Their ona Charta is 
- My Ward; my Law their Guide: 


Q 


. 


(-21') 

O follow them that follow' me, 
Their foot ſhall never ſlide : 

There go, and joyn thy ſelf; 
Thy Soul there feed and feaſt ; 

Follow their ſteps to Paſtors. Tents; 
And there thy Soul ſhall reſt. 


CANT.I. 9.:: 


I have compared thee, O my lcve, to 4 compa- 
ny of horſes in Pharoahs chariots. 


HYMN 18. 


Y Church !-my Love! Fle:nowbegin, 
T” expreſs the Joy thatlamin, - 
And fing thy Praiſe as' thou doſt mine, 
And tell the World why 1 am thine. 
Ive made thee fair, there's no compalt Z 


e 


4 
- 
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No worldly thing is ſuch 'to me: * \, 
King Pharogh's Charet-Horſes were 
A comely ſight, but not like thee. '/ 4 
When | behold their beauty,” and v4 4 
Coupled in order as they ſtand ; | 
I more admire and Praiſe thoſt Unions! 
My Churches have in their Commumons. 
Were Pharo44's trappings boſs'd with Gold , 
_© As if they would outſhine-the: Sun?. 
aide Much 


a 


(22) 

Much: more the pollih.of thy Grace 
Shines; that my heart's overcome. 
Did Pharoab's Horſes prance along, | 
And gladly draw his Charets on ? | 

Such Service from thee I have found, 
As if thou didſt nor feel the ground. _--- 
As Pharoah's Charets did exceed ; 
- The beſt in all the world they be: 
Such is my Love, ſuch is my Dove, 
The beſt in all the world to me. 


a ® 


— 
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CANT. I. 1o. 


cheeks are comely with rows of jewels, thy 


neck with chains of gold. 
HYMN 19. 


WE Princes Daughters,in whoſe Veins 
The Royal blood doth run: 


Stand richly dreſt in all their beſt, 
By art that can be done: 

” My Church! thy beauty far exceeds , 

\ - Thy Glory far excells: 

» » My Love! thou 'rt fairer than them all ; 

- In thee all beauty dwells. 

 , When rowsof Jewels beautifie 

, Their Face, and Cheeks adorn, 


T - ra 


4 we + WT . * ( 22 ) 
5 To make thee fair in Princes Eye, 
And welcome as the Morn. 


Upon their Faces, all. : .* 
When chains of Gold, the Necks enrich, 
Of mortal Beauties here: 
It draws their Eyes, who are notwiſe, 
And leads them to a ſnare : 


But happy they; that can be caught 
With /S:0n»s Beauty ſo: _- 

And fall in Love, as | have done 
Wizh Saints, and what they do. 


"CANT. 1.11. 


We will make thee borders of gold, with ftuds 
of filver. 


HYMN 20. 
| E, Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 


ww Will all in one conſpire ; 

To ſtud the Glory of thy Face, 
And make thee All Defire. 

Fle to my Father for ſupplies , 

And largely he”] diſpence: 


. 


EY 
Ple tothe Holy Ghoſt alſo, 
TT ern thee Riches thence. 
ke of all my ſtores, 
hrs Ha my Blood, and Me ; 
"© If what's m Heaven, or Earth can do't, 
We'l-give it all ro” thee. 
We with moſt glorious Ortidiments ;* - 
Polliſh that heart of thine : © 
Borders of Gold, and Silver ſtuds, 
Shall make, thy Glory ſhine: 
When all'is done,” tis all too finall 
A Preſent, for 'my Love: - *© 
I'le give my ſelf away alt, rites 
And'thon fhalt live above | 
All things but me; for Ple be Gold, 
Jewels, and every thing, 
And thouſhalt liveuponmy ſtores , 
And loud ry Praiſes fing. 
And then will we rejoyce in thee, . 
When we have made thee thus : 
Then fin no more, (as did before ) + 
Shall break *twixt thee and us: 
My Soul admire this fervent Fire: 
oj, ve no Tongue. can tell: Ri 
have thought that Ch 
tb Taye his Church ſo. well! * 
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CANT.TI. 12. 


While the king ſitteth at has table, my ſpike- 
nard ſends forth the ſmell thereof. 


HYMN 21. 


Ow rich and dainty 1s the fare, 
My blefled Love, and Lover dear, 
Provides for his beyond compare, 
And feaſts them with his heavenly chear ? 
The Cloath is lay'd, the "Table ſpread, 
The Dainties are his Fleſh and Blood : 
The welcome Guelts are richly fed, 
And He himſelf becomes their Food. 
His Preſence graces all the Feaſt ; | 
His ſmile make welcome every Gueſt: 
He fits at "Table with them, where 
His Saints are glad ro meet Him there, 
His preſence draws their Graces forth , 


g 


Faith, Love, Joy, Patience, and the reſt ; 
The ſmell whereof 1s better worth, 
Than Spikenard Oyntments at the beſt. 
Thus Gardens yield their ſweeteſt ſmells, 
When Rain and Sun extract them forth. 
Thus in his preſence man excels, 
Who's in his abſence little worth. 

C My 


(26) | 

My Soul! thy King at Table ſits; 
Now let thy Sptkenard-Graces lend | 
The ſweet perfumes; and pleaſant ſents 
Into his Noſtrils largely ſend. 


DCC 


CANT. I. 13. 


A bundle of myrrh xs my welbeloved to mf 
he ſhall [ye all night between my breaſts. ' 


HYMN 22. 


E . Ell me no more, yeu Sons of Art, 
| You Students in the Caſe, 
What *tis will eaſe a Sick mans heart, 
And all his Grief diſplace : 
Jeſus, when he doth pleaſe to be 
ReTeſhing from above ; 
How he tranſports me! O I feel, 
My ſelf all Fire and Love. 
F The holy Oyl was made of Myrrh : PI 
Ex O Chriſt anoint me ſo: 
'* Thy Body was embalm'd with Myrrh! 
- O Chriſt embalm me too ! | 
And make me ſweet, that I may greet | Cl 
- A never dying Reſt, 
And ſmell of thee, as if poſleſt , 
With -Myrrh upon my breaſt ! 


a (275")) 

 There.is-a Night of darkneſs, 'when 

This Myrrhis Cordial ; 

A Night of great Affliction, then 
This Mytrh is-all in all : - | 

O let him lye between: my breaſts, 
And withi his Love perfume me , 

And yield his heart-reviving Art! 
This Night will elſe conſume me. 
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CANT. I. 14; 


My hoed is unto me as a cluſter of cams 
phire in the wineyards of Engedi, 


HYMN 23. 


O me! to me! what comfort wer*r, 
Or what refreſhment could I ſee, 
If he were ſweet toall the World, 
And were not alſo ſweet to me? 
Ple ſing my well-beloved's Praiſe, 
And ſpeak what he hath been to me: 
Engedi's Aromatick Vines, 
Have never been ſo ſiveet as He. 
Cluſters of Balſam Camphire were, 
In tho'e' ſame Vineyards paſt.compare : 
: (Yernone{o ſweet,. yet none ſo rare, 
_ As my Beloved's Odors' are; 
1C C 2 How 


© ti 2.8 ) 

' How ſiveet was Chriſt upon the Croſs, 

> - Making Atonement for my Sin ? | 
Or elſe my Life had been my loſs: _ / 
What a ſad caſe had I been in! 

How ſweet was he within the Grave ? 
Himſelf, not ſpices made him fo : 
How ſweet a Bed ſhall I then have, 
When fleep with Jeſus I ſhall go! 

 Bleſt be theday that e're I ſmelt, 
What ſweet in my Beloved was: 
Bleſs be the day that ere l felt, 
That ſweetneſs my Beloved has : 

How ſweet art thou in Heaven, where 
Angels and Saints perfumed are? 
Amidſt that plenty grant there be, 
One cluſter, Lord, lay'd up for me. 


CANT..1. 15. 


"Thou ar Virt my Love: behold, thou art fair, 
thou baſt dowes eyes. 


HYMN 24 


\Hou *rtfair, my Love! Lord, how can! 
be fair, thus foul with Sin! 
Thou *rt fair, my Love: Lord, tell me why: 
. What tranſport art thou in! 


FT. wy 
I ne're am fair, but when there are; 
Refleftions from thy Grace 
Darted upon me , from thy fair 
And moſt reſplendent Face. 
Thou arc my Love: Lord, can it be, 
When I deſerve thy fury, * 
And highly merit, that thou me 
Should*ſt in Oblivion bury! 
Yet cauſe thy-Love is like thy elf, 
Too deep for humane Eye: 
Thow: lov'ſt, becauſe thou lov'ſt me, Lord; 
- I know no reaſon why: 
Thou haſt Doves eyes ſo pure and chaſt: 
Thoſe Eye-beams draw my heart: 
In tears of godly ſorrow waſht : 
They ſhine like Stars in dark: 
Lord ! Ist becauſe they ſhall be fo, 
q When Glory makes them bright ? 
Or, is't ſe they ſhine below, 
With my Redeemers light? 


C & 
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CANT.I. 16. 


Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleas 
ſant. | 


HYMN 25. ho 


Ay, thou art fair, my Love, not I: 
Beauty keeps houſe in thee alone. 
There'is no'Sun, nor Moon, nor Stars, 
Eut thou art All and every One. 
Away fond Pleafures, fleeting Joys: 
Would | had never loy'd you fo: | 
You ſmiling, but beguiling Toys : '| ( 
Pve got a wound, and yon my foe. 
Come deareft Lord! Oler me taſte 
Of Pleaſiires that are more Divine: 
For thoſe are gone, but theſe will laſt ; 
With theſe refreſh this heart of mine. | 
FE. ow pleaſant are thy ſmiles, when [ 
Under the guilt of Sin do lye! 
When 1 damnation every hour 
Expect, how pleaſant 1s thy pow'r ! 
How pleafant are thy ways to me! 
Thine Ordinances all are © : 
To Eac and Drink, and Feaſt with thee, 
There's no ſuch pleaſure I do know. 


Bur. 


"C25 5 
But O! when 1 ſhall come todye, 
And ſee thy Face in endleſs bliſs, 
And ſhall embrace the Man himſelf: 
There is no Pleaſure like to this. 
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CANT.LI. 16. 
Our bed is preen. 


HYMN 26. 


Hou haſt prepar'd a Bed of love; 
"Tis riculy furniſh'd with the beſt: 
Where thou and I eternally, 
Shall in each others Boſom reſt : 
* Our Bed is always green ; it knows 
No Winter blaſts, nor no ſuch thing : 
It's always budding, fruitful grows : 
An ever, everlaſting Spring. 
When vain delights tranſport the Rich, 
And ſeem to court the Men of pleaſure: . 
They'r wither'd ſoon, and quickly gone, .} 
And fall full ſhort in weight and meaſure. 
Give me thoſe ſpiritual Joys, O Chriſt ! 
Whoſe colour green, will ever laſt : 
And think on me, while herel be, 
And ſend me now and then a taſt. 
My Soul revive! comfort thy heart, 
*Mid'ſt all the troubles thou had ſeen : 
C 4 Revive ! 


= C2) 


Revive! for tho the Stairs be dark, 


All Glory give to God above, 
And to.our Jeſus, God and Man : 
And to the Holy Ghoſt alſo, 
With all the Strength and Praiſe we can. 


O—AHiy 


CANT. I. 17. 


The beams of our houſe are cedar, and our 
rafter; of fir. 


HYMN 27. 


Ome let us ſing the Praiſe 
Of our eternal Houſe : 
Whoſe firm foundation is in Grace, 
Free Grace hath fram'd it thus : 
In Glory finiſhed , 
- _Topſtonein Glory laid , 
>  Rafrers ard Beams : eternal ſtreams 
Of Love and Light difplay'd: 
Come let us enter, Grace, 
; And here together dwell ; 
> Till I provide a better place, 
Ler's reſt us here a while. 
= Bur, oh, that houſe above, 
When thither we ſhall come ; 


It? 


"The Chamber's light, our Bed is Green 


LYON 


It 


P. 


" —_— 24, 
2 TY F 


(3307 . 2 
- Tys bailt ſo ſure, ic ſhall endure . - by 
An everlaſting home. | 

Wilt thou a@ept, O Chriſt! 
Of ſuch a one as I? 

Poor I! to takea Leaſe of thee, 
For all Eternity ? 

Wilt thou accept, faid he, 

- Ofſacha oneas1, 

That muſt thy ſinful will controul ? 

Come then, we both comply. 


T 


—_——. 


Finis Cap. 1. Deo laxs. 


CANT. IL 1. 
I am the roſe of Sharon, and the lilie of the 


vallies. 


_H Y-MN. 28.. 


ck the Garden of the World, - 

The. Pride of Paleſtine ; 

"Whoſe natural ſoyl more glory bore, 
Then SoPmon coyld reign. | 


C5 Gould 


ks L F* 
= (34) 
Could ne're produce fo ſweet a Roſe, 
- . As | wll be to thee: 
* $9 fair a Lilly never grew : 
Sharcn mult ſtoop to me. 
- My Church, I praiſe my ſelf; not Pride, 
Burt hope of Cuſtome makes me : 
Who?l have a Roſe? a Lilly, who? 
VVhere is the Soul that takes me ? 
Upon the Croſs I was diſtill'd : 
Come taſte in diſtillation 
1] he ſweetneſs of the abſent Roſe, 
. - By Faith and Acceptation. 
Thou art my Roſe, my Souls repoſe; 
O let me never be, 
My deareſt Lord, a Thorn to thee , 
That art a Roſe to me. 
Thou arr the Lilly of the Vale, 
A matchleſs Purity. 
Let me be gather'd by thy Hand, 
And in thy Boſome lye. 


4 
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CANT. II. 2. 


4s the lilie among the thorns, ſo is my love a- | 
among the daughters. | 


HYMN 29. 


Y Church! my Love! thou art to me, 
A pleaſant Lily, pure and white : 
The Daughters all, compar'*d to thee, 
Are Thorns and Briars in my ſight. 

"Tis thee I prize, and fingly place 
My heart upon thy ſelf alone : 

Falſe Creatures, tho I have their face, 
Are pricking Eriars every one. 

Take it notill, my Love, from me, 

That I have plac'd thy dwelling fo, 

Incompaſs'd round where En'mies be: 

As midſt the thorns the Liles grow. 
le make theſe thorns preſerve thee ſafe, 

— And keep thee from a worſer foe : 

O, they ſhall ſave thee from the bite, 
Of that devouring Beaſt below. 

They ſhall fence out both Sin and Hell, 
Let out Corruption, ſlay thy Pride : 
So near thee they ſhould never dwell, 
But for advantage on thy ſide. 


"© 


Now 


* 
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” New bleſſed Jeſus, grant me this, 3 TI 
Thar | may ſuch a Lily te, 
- And let theſe. Thorns and Briars be Bn 
A Preſervation unto me. 
O 
Þ - 
CANT. I. 2. : 
As the apple-tree amiong the trees of the w_os, —_ 
fo is my beloved among the ſons 
H Y MN 2o. _ 


_ * 
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he: 


Hou artto me an Apple-tree , 
My God, for fruit and ſhade : 
An Apple-tree thou art to me: 
Thy fruit will never fade. 
Trees of 'the Wood, are not ſo good , 
Their Fruits are none, or ſowr : 
* An harbour they for Birds of prey, Sh 
*, That will the Fruit devour. 
2” Better than all the Sons thou arr, 
'. Haſt been, and ever ſhall: 
The Angels are the Sons of God, H 
— But thou excel them all. 
The Saints are Sons of great delig'\t, 
. Adoption makes them ſo: | 
- But Son of God, and Son of Light ! M 
There's noſuch Son below. FE: 
e 


x. 24. Seals 


(37) 
The firſt-born Son, is Mother's dear, 
Her Life wrapt up in his : 
Bnt not a Son can come fo near 
wy heart, as Jeſus is. 
O! let this Apple-tree, my Lord , 
Within my Orchard be: 
Propriety makes all things ſweet , 
Orelſe no ſweet to me. 


% 
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CANT. IL. 3: 


—T ſat under his ſhadow with great delight» | 


HYMN 3:. 


Ike as the ſhadow from the heat, 
Protects and cools the panting Neet : 
So doth my Soul to covert fly; 
Under thy wings, O Chriſt, tolye. 
Should*ſt thou let fall chy brighteſt Rays, 
It would conſume my Life and Days: 
I cannot ſee thy Glory yet ; 
Thy ſhadow will me better fit. 
How glorious are thy Saints above, 
Thar ſee thy Face in, pureſt love ! 
When ſuch delights thy ſhadow can, 
_ - Contribute to me, ſinful man? 
My Souly. when he is ſhadow'd forth, 
In Sacramental ſhades to thee ; 


(38) 
"Tis but the Picture of his worth ; 
But what he is, thou doſt not ſee. 

O, then ſit under theſe ſiveet ſhades, 


And often guide thy footſteps thither : 


Till we aſcend to brighter glades; 
In ſhadows lets fit down together. 
Be quiet, thoughts, thou irkſorn Fleſh ; 
Would thou wert crucift'd to me! 

To ſee no ſights, taſt no delights, 
Nor know no earthly thing but thee. 


CANT.IL 3. 


m— And his fruit was ſweet unto my ta 
HYMN 22. 


HE bitter tree, the Croſs, 
Bore him that bore the fruit ; 
The choiceſt Fruit that ever was, 
His Father call*d him tor. 
There Pardon: grew, and Peace 
With-God, with Man, within : 
A Fruit that did tranſcend by far 
- Thecurſed fruit of Sin. 
Sweet pleaſure is but pain ; 
Swert profits are deceit : 
The beſt of all the World, ar beſt, 
__-- bs buta ſubtil cheat. 


Sx WWE 38. a 4 


(39) 

He, he's the fruitful tree, 
His fruits all pleaſant be. 

No Joys or Toys that ere I found, 
Are half fo ſweet as he. 

Here I may fill my heart : 
O, let me have a tafte: 

My Chriſt, my Fruit, thou only art , 
As long as Life ſhall laft. 

As thou bear*ſt fruit for me , 
Let me bear Fruit to thee: 

Do thou incline this hearr of mine, 
That All-divine it be. 


RR 
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| CANT. IL. 4 
He bronght me to the banqueting houſe —m—_—_— 


HY.MN 22. 


Onder of Mercy ! now I ſee, 
And have great cauſe to think upon, 
VVhat Grace is, when it will be free, 
And puts its Royal cloathing on, 
I that deſerv'd to ſtand at Dore, 
And take my Anſwer on my Knee; 
Into the Houſe of all his Store, 
Himſelf vouchſafes to carry me. 
O, the rich welcome that he gave; 
My thirſty Soul at firſt approach ! 


»+ T7” 
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And ſet his choiceſt VVine abroach : 

Into his houſe of VVine he brings me , 
Leading me kindly, hand in hand, 
And, ſmiling, bids 'me paſs the dores , 
VVhere all his richeſt treaſures ſtand. 

Himſelf the Houſe and Banquet is: 

His Preſence with me, is a Feaſt: 
His Smiles are Sweet-meats, all of his, 
Is all in all, to every Gueſt. 

My Soul get off this dunghil VVorld , 
Strive to aſcend the bleſſed Mount : 
No Treats but theſe, will ever pleaſe, 
Or turn to any good account. 
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CANT. IL 4: 


aun Fj; banner over me was love. 


ECACS ad. - 4 


lat Victories I ever got, 
n VVhat Luſts I've overcome : 
* - Tomy own ſtrength aſcribe I nor, 
> But to his Grace alone: , 
” My Banner was his love-to me, o 
- All my ſucceſs. was; his: 
* His Standard call'd me forth, and he... 
al My ſtrength and lafery is is. 


He brought me Sweet-Meats out viſe; 


'D 


L 
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, Lovemeburleſs, le give thee thanks, 
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l Do but, 'O Chriſt, O do but ſay, 


Thou lov*ſt me; that's enough: 

Love is all VVeapons of array ; 
Love Armor ts of proof: 

Love me, my God, I need no more; 
My God, I ask no more: 

] periſh if thou lov'ſt me not, 
The Battel is fo ſore. 

Here's Sin, the V Vorld, the Devil and Death; 
Combir'd to bring me low: 

I'm almoſt beaten out of Breath, 
( Some help!) they vex me fo: 

O, do-but love me, and I ſhall 
Banners of love diſplay , 

VVill break their hearts, and rout them all 
And Victor get the day. + Fo 

; | | 
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CANT. IT. 5. 


Stay me with flaggons : comfort me with apples: tt 
for I am ſick of love. 


HYMN 35. 


. 4 


What redundant love is this! (banks! 
Whar flowing ſtreams break down the, 
ore than enough, O Lord, it is; 


Here's 


/ 


mn I» 
Here's love beyond all baunds and meaſuns) 
- _ So free, ſo full, ſo large, fo quick: 
"Tis ſtrange to ſee ſo vaſt a treaſure. 
Love made me well, and makes me ſick, 
Bur ſick for more, and ſick to ſee, (flow 
The Fountain whence theſe ſtreams dap 77, 
Yet ſick for more, and fick to be 
In place where this vaſt love doth grow. 
Stay me'with Flaggons of that Wine, 
Was preſt out of thy ſelf, the Vine: 
Thy Blood, O Chriſt, will ſtay the Fur 
Thar burns in me, ſick with delire, 
O, let the Apples of my love, 
Cool Fires in my Love-ſick heart: 
.\;Till 1 below, and thou above, 
Shall meet at laſt, and neyer part. 
Till 1 am ſick, 1 am not well: 
'O that I had this lickneſs Lord , 
Such Joy doth in love-ſickneſs dwell, Ca 
Such as my health could nee afford. 


( 43 ) 


CANT.II. 6. 
"F His left hand is under my head, and hs right 


hand doth embrace me. 


HYMN 26. 


Y aking head and heart, 
| Thou haſt a hand to ftay ; 
Another hand that ſhall impart, 
Embraces all the day. 
In both thy hands, O Chriſt, 
My ſafety is ſeciffed: 
Within the foldings of thy arms , 
My Soul is ſafe immured. 
Caſtles and Towers are 
No fafeguard inmy caſe; 
Nor all the Qceans Oaken walls , 
With me have any placs: 
Only his circling Arms , 
—" As with a Wall of Fire; 
Defends me from the dreadful harms, 
Which Sin and Hell conſpire : 
Beſides the .help thar's in't ; 
The Love that ſtreams this way , 
Conveys more Spirits to my heart, 
Than fear can take away. 


(44) 
It is, Olet it be, " 
- The great ſupport I find ; 
That when [I faint for want of thee, 
Thou have me m thy mind. 


—_— 


CANT. II. 7: | 


'F charge you | O ye daughters of Feruſalend - 1 
by the roes and binds of the field, that ye. ju 
not up ,. nor awake my Lowe , until | 


pleaſe. 
HY MN 27. The 


Let him take his reſt, that hath 
TravelPd fo long, fo far, 
To reſcue Souls from burning wrath ; 


O, make it all your care, : 
+, You Daughters of Feruſalem; : 
x: * You that pretend to love him. "4 

O, give him no diſturbance then, | 

Nor to diſquiet move him. Be 


I charge you by the Hinds and Roes, - .} *, 
Thoſe loving Creatures ſhall | | 
Witneſs againſt you asyour foes, 
And on you Vengeance call. ' Ihe 
If yon more bruitiſh than the Beaſt , | 
That wont moleſt his. Maſter., 


« 264, 


F$hall by your Sin diſturb his reſt, . 
7 And bring him to diſaſter. , 
FO Chriſt, my Love ! Give thou the charge, 
The houſe-and all is thine: 
O, take the Keys and the. walk at large, 
F Command whate're is mine. 
I cannot bind them to the Peace , 
A weak and private man : 
Authority can make them ceaſe, 
.. Let Sin do what it can. 


CANT. IL. 8. 


The 'voice of my beloved ! behold he comes 
leaping upon the mountains, and skipping up- 
03 the bills. 


HYMN 238. 


kar my beloveds Voice, I'm ſure, 
# *Tis not a Stranger's fallacy : 
That breatheth in the Word ſo pure, 
In which [-tearn that he is nigh: 
Behold, I ſee him coming , tho 
The Hills and Mountains of the Earth : 
The great Zanzumming Tyrants do 
Oppoſe his Actions in their birth. 
Behold he comes, you Princes all, 
That have oppos'd his Royal Will; 


i 


You 


(46) 
You muſtexpect a dreadful fall , k 
That Vengeance ſhould your Boſomes f Lf 
Leaping and Skipping on the Hills , | 

Trampling upon -your. greateſt Pow'rs, 

Dancing with pleaſurable" skills; 

He? pull down all your lofty Tow'rs: 
Behold he comes, you ſhall not hinder, 

No difficulty ſtands before him, 

Bat he'l be ſure to tread it under, 

And ſhortly make your Crowns adore him, 
Make haſte, my God, make no delay ; 

Thy waiting Spouſe hath long ſat up ; 

O, make thee Wings, and come away; 

Give Antichriſt her bitter Cup. | 


Oo >Þ td — yT3 ws 


CANT. IL. 9g. 
* My beloved is like @ Roe, or young Hart — 


HYMN 29g. = 
O Mp beloved Lord! 


To-me thy grace afford: 
The flames of thy ſweet love to me , 
Kindle my love to thee. 
Give me but leave to love thee, 
That art ſo much above me : 
Let me be bold to let thee knew, 
To thee my ſelf 1 owe. 


# Þ 5 


, 


(47) 
God, my heart is thine; 
"1s thine; it is not mine : 
"Let me but love, and call thee ſo; 
It's all the bliſs 1 know. | 
Thou art a pleaſant Roe, 


' Hunted to Death below ; 


Whoſe Fleſh and Blood for Sinners need, 
Is Meat and Drink indeed. 
Thou art a loving Hart, 


*Kill'd with a murd'ring dart : 
-A murd'ring dart that drew a flood, 


Of dear and precious blood : 
O, let that Blood me purge , 
From Sis, Filth, Guilt, and Scourge 
And let that broken Fleſhmme Feaſt , 
Till | with thee ſhall reft. 


CANT. ll. g. 


—He ſtandeth behind our wall, be looks forth 
out at the windows, he ſhews bimſel, elf through 
_ the lattices. 


HYMN 40. 


E ſhews himſelf in cloudy gleams, 

Obſcure and Window-Vifſions : 
Glimpſes of Love, and twilight beams, 
And dark 1!luminations. 


Why 


(48) 
Why doth my Love immure his Face, 
And ſhrow'd himſelf behind our Wall? 
The Lattices Eclipſe his Grace, 
And Windows interrupt his call : 
Is it becauſe the viſive Powers 
Of Mortals can't endure his ſight ; 
Or. to diſtinguiſh theſe dark hours, 
From thoſe that ſhine in perfect light ? 
What ere it be, *tis juſt that he: 
Should now and then withdraw his Face: | +: 
And ?tis rich Grace to let me ſee, $-- 3 
The leaſt glance in the darkeſt place. | 
Behind our Wall, is not ſo far, 2 
That | ſhould think him wholly gone: | 
Theſe Lattices and Windows are _ 
Helps to diſcern he'] come anon. tin) 
A clearer fight, O, that I could | ai 
Obtain! a ſight that doth excel : | 
There is no fear that ere I ſhould A 
Admire too much, or Love too well. 


T 49) 


— i _—Y 
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"CAN Til; 10! 
Why beloved fpakey and ſaid unto me, Rife up, 


my love, my fair ont, and come away. 
H YMN &t. , 


ve; is this rouſing voice, Yn 
'That-brearhes fo. ſweet an Air, 
Through Walls and Lattices ? fo dear, 
\ So raviſhing, ſo rare! 

| ' ?Tis my Beloved's, voice, [ know, 

'» That Conrts -my drobſie mind: 

| That bids me riſe from'things below, * 
And leave my {elf behind. 

Ariſe, my Love, and cotne away, 

Rouſe from thy Morning-ſleep: 

Riſe up, my fair One, no delay ; 

| Tho loek*r' in Slumbers deep. 


' My God, I-come, I find'no reſt ;' 

No Bed of 'Eaſe, but thee +. ww 

The preſent World'is at the beſt, 
A Bed of Thorns to me. 

My God, I come; but oh, how loath! 
I've drunk a fleepin Cup: | 
And'O, the dulneſs! > rhe, Doath? - 

. Dexr Jefus help'me tp: $ 

D "Then 


"4 $0") " 
"Then will] come away, and leave 
__- My Sins and Fears behind me : 

Farwel vain Pleaſures, let me go, 
And let-my! Jeſs find/me. 


tht I IIS tn : a a. 


CANT. IL. 17. 
' For lo, the Winter is paf, the rain is 01 


fo ..and gone | 
:Ver..1%. "The time. f finging of birds 5 6 


the woice of the Turtle xs: heard in our land | | 


Ver. 12. The fig-tree purteth forth her- | 
figs, and. the Vines. .with. the tender or 
grue:a good ſmell: Ariſe, = love, my 


one, and come away. _. | 
HYMN 4% | 


Rev ceye peo le of the Lords, 
re 15 4-glorious day; | - 


There is a day will: break your Cords, 
And fright your. Fears away : 

The Winter blaſt is almoſt. paſt ; 
Farwel the Rain an& Flood : 

Now Antichriſt no more ſhall caſt 
The: ſweet of Martyrs blood, 


" The Flows 


W'rs rn the Earth : 


a Church-reviving Spring; TI 


EION 7 | 


ud 


| ©" "The Tartles with the Birds do ſing; - 


And ; 


All bearts-are full- of 'Mirth.- 
:A-time when every Tree ſhall yield, 
A - Frait; to: God - 

the Creatures of the Field; 
feel-no: more his Rod. 


F Riſe then, my Love, and come away, 


-- Stand ready for: the time : 

Prepare thee, = this long'd- for day 
.. Andlet ir. find thee mine. 7 
Awake ! behold, Pm-at the door , 


| + Let me not find thee ſkeping : | © 
+ My Spirit is up, Ple quickly put 


An Lend to all- thy weeping. 


= | ERR 


CAN T, I. 14... 


'O my Dove! that art in the chefts of 1b rocks, 
in the ſecret p laces of the ſtairs : let mie bear 
thy woice, for ſweet us thy witce, and thy 


"countenance is comely. 
HY MN 43.” 


mournful, chaſt and harmleſs Dove, 
My Spouſe thou art, and thee I loye: 


. [ ;A'se hide thee in the craggy Rock, 


-- 


As if ſecur'd by Key and Lock, 
D 3 The 


!l 
L : —_ 
Ms 2 


| 4 


*| 
| 


. ©, let me ſee thee now and then, 


. 
-- 


PSs "C32) 
"The clefts and rendings'of my Side , 
Op'ned a'paſſage'ro'my Heart, 
And thou and'P will'never'part:'  }F 
The Hawks, #nd ottier Fouls of prey; '- | 
The Winter Storms'of 'Perſecution, 
Shall but 'infice'my Dove'away ,  M 
And cleave tny Heart" for her' Admiſſionf - 
The {ters places of 'the Stairs, 
\ Where ſhe retreats tobreathe her Pray'rs,|- 
 Are*open to my view ;my Dove, | 
Ple meet" thee there,' and ſhew my Low 
O, let me hear'thy Voice, my Dear, 
Tho broke-and inarticulate : 
Thy Nonſenſe Fle be glad to hear, Th 
"And prizerhe Pray'r which thou doſt hattf - © | 


{ 
That ſets thee always from my place. . 
Preſent ry {elf once and agen ; Tai 
lr's joy. to me to ſee thy Face. - 
| | 

Ml 
Let 
"T2 
E 
Blej 
þ 

b, 
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ws the Foxes, the little Foxes that ſboil 
the vines, for our vines bave tender grapes. - 


HYMN 44.- 


WO | \ 
4 *Pake us the ſubtil Foxes ,. Lord,” 
t { They zretoo wiſe for us to take : - 
They ſpoil thy holy places, and 
Intrenching there their Burrows make. © . 
They bark and: peik.the; feuitfuk Vines: | 
*}. O tender thou: the. tender Grapes: 
Surround them by thy wakeful pow'r ; 
Till it be ſaid, - not one eſcapes. - | 
Let them be taken in their craft, - '/: 
Thou in the Trenches dig their Graves: - 
Pluck off their Foxes skin,and drown ' ':::/ 
Their Carcaſes in wrathful Waves. 
 Letall the World ſee what they are, | 
— Letthem not cheat.thy Churches more: 
Entrap them in the traps they lay, | * »'? 
| And lay their Sin at'their own. door. : 
| Bleſſed Redeemer keep my Soul; 
A weak and tender Grape am I, | 
A tender Grape that can't eſcape '-. ;-: 
A little Foxes ſubtilty. | 93 Logta al 
23 - Preſerve 


"I "__ 
5 a OY , 
= 


Preſerve thy Clureh, os *Y defend, 
From Lions teeth, and Foxes wiles : - - | 
So will we fing i Hcl ur © King, (ſmiles: F” 
When thow ſhalt bleſs our Cheeks with 


_ —————— 
®* 


—— 


CANT. = I6, 


My beloved ws mine,. and 1 am his.: he feedi,} © 
among the. lilies. a 


HYMN 45; 


| Un 
Qua that-I gan-day;. | 
My Jeſus, thou art mine : | 
O bleſſed day, that I can, ſay, 
WF... Jeſus, 1 am thine! 
hriſt is mine 'by deed of gift; 
at rv a title good: 
And [| am his by-purchaſe right, 
He bought me with his Blood: 
Vle have no other Love but he, 


I ke my choice ſo well: | | Ty 
He'l have no other Spouſe but me; | 
| Together let us dwell: 41w 
He feeds among the Lilies white ; 
There he doth moſt frequent :- 


Amongſt his Saints, .all his delighe 
Is plac'd to his content: 
4521331 « EF -\ Their 


* <5 

} Their Graces are his ſweet repaſt,*. ; 8 
"Their Pray'rs and Praiſesare © 0H: 
ek to him, and*their Faith OS © 
His moſt delicious Fare : 1.84 
t but me, and'this Church be 

pA Field of Lilies, where/ ” © 
Cliriſt may feaſt, -whar likes him beſt L'2 
* Upon his fent-1 -in chear. I ?: Mk 


2 


—_—_— 


—_ 


_—_— 


. 
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CANT: lo np.! br 


Until the day break, ond the. FROery ti Po - 
k way: turn my beloved, and: be tiki the Rees \'\) 
or the young, Hart" upon the. mountains ef : 


 Bether. 
"WB TMN a6. 
WY ſtays the lingring Day ? 
What ails the Morning light , , 
Tolye a Bed fo long, while 1 ——_— *, 
Am longing for its ſight ? | ; 


There is a Nuptial-day 
Shall perfect all ere long : ; 
Whenall the ſhades-ſhafl flee away ,j +4 
And all the Saints ſhall throng 
Into the Bridal room, | 
And coaleſce in one : 


2 DS ae ne Spout, to- » Chriſt hen We. 1 
© Madeſo by Union. | 
A bright _ ious: day , 
 - No clouds ſhall hide the Sun: 

4 And univerſal. Joy ſhall. raiſe 
'* The heart of every one. 
The. glorious Angels ſhall 
Theſe Nuptaals celebrace, 
. And gladly Lund their Trumpets round, 
-- At a Triumphant rate. 

- Till then, protect me Lord, 
- - And turnthy ſteps to me: 
| Ohaſten, haſten, all thou canſt; 

© Delays DiſtraCtions bes - © 

©, be thou like the Roe, - 

> With winged ſpeed make haſte, 

- Or as a Hart that runs apart, 
On Bethers Mountains faſt. 


ot , . 5 "2 __ L s v * 
F7 / F; 


CANT. IL 1.:. 


oht on my bed 7 ſought bim whom my - 


oP, lowe:h : 1 ſought him, but I found him. -- ; 
not. ; 


HYMN 47” 


Y-God! I love thee with my Soul, © 
And yet lye in-Bed z 
Tho thou art mine,” and Iam thime, 
— My -heart is almoſt dead. 
Such drowſie damps © recaſt my Joys "9 
. 1 ſeek thee half aſleep: 
And now I cannot hear oy Voices, BY - 
. lonly figh and weep. + 
Iſeek thee, but I find theenot : *- 
My Lord , ; where art thon gone? 
Into.what.. Covert-at .chou got,” 
And leav*ſt me here alone? - 
A floathful Suitor + have been ; 
it prompts me to-conclude: | 
My. Chrift won't humour drowſineſgy.x 
Nor mind dull Solitude. - > | 
Wake 'me,\my God, with Voice and ads.” 
O rouſe my droufie Senſes: 
- Let me not lye, and ſleeping dye ,-- TOs 
| Or idly make pretences. 


Ds My x # 


= C0 984 
: A awake, and riſe, and ſhake 
© This dulneſs off: for why? 
Ff thou will vaivly lie to ſleep, 
* Then muſt. thou ſleeping dye. 


th. 


— vs ad _ YC — 


CANT. IL 2. 


FT will ariſe now, and go about the city, in the- 
freets,, and in the troad ways : I will ſeeks 
him whom my ſoul leves : I ſought bim, but; | = 
I feung bim._ not. 


H Y.M N-. 48: T, 


N vain dp:I-divert my ſelf, 
And think the World ſhall eaſe me: 
And rout my felf in earthly Pelf, 
And-in its Pleaſures pleaſe me. 
In the broad ways and City-ſtreets ; 
A. Chriſt is rarely. found : : 
A Soul diſtreſt; he teldom greets 
Upon ſuch dirty. ground. | 
Thou aſt left this wicked:World ſong ſince: 
| -'O, Chriſt thou. art nor there : 
© ©, let:me get me out from hence, 
And ſeek ſome” other where. 
Be gone,, vaia Pleaſures, empty-Toys,. 
You pleaſe, yet yex me ſore: 


You 


| ( 59-.) . 
You interrupt my 1p rica] Joys: 
Ile never love ,you-more., 

- ] ſeek in vain, hag tq, gain.,” Foros 1 

He dwells in ' other. p * 

.You'r all my hindrance, ps FE fin, ; & 11 

le never ſee your: Faces. , TN 8 

I thought -1 might rg his Light, 

In midſt of world Pleaſure: 

But 1.bave found the Wor abound i ._ - 
With.ns ſuch beat One: CD 


" ” 4 * 
Pe ET —_—w—— ——— 


CANT. IL 2: 
The watchmen that go about the City, found 


me:-to-whom I ſaid, - Saw ye not him wha... 
'” my ſoul er 


- , 


H-Y M N-49.-. 


Ou ſpiritual -Watchmen at the Gate: 
| ve O you whoſe Office *cis 
To pity. my diltreſled State, 

And tell me where he is: * | | 
He whom my Soul loves; you know who, : 
|, Tfhallnot need to name : 

The Earth, the Seas, the Heav'ns and, Y 
a ay ml his Fame. L H 

ell me, 'O tell me, where he is, . p 
; AO © you! ft i} Tre: 4 

F e 


2 ( bo?F | 
" Heism only J6y, 'and Bliſs; 
L My Life and Heaven bo? 
x If 1 Gans fit lh” I crieft dye, 
Whatis this Liſt tome? 
Ifhe abſent; my A pee" 
O, tell me wheres he+ 
He that my Sin 'hath.” $0 riev'd away, 
Whoſe abſence. n now 


O, whither is he gone? 


Watchmen that cannot ſee ? 
Or want you pow'r in this dark hour , 
Ta bring my Lord to me ? 


* a. XY 


That ſhed his Blood for my * Souls good; 


What! cart you anſwer? are you ſuch - 


_— _— ts. DA A 


By On 


bim, and would net let 
the chamber of ber that conteivel me. 


HYMN FO. 


Unto the Sheptierds bend thy mind, | 
And they'l inftru(t thee in the way. 


It was but a little that T paſſed from them, but 
T found bim hom my ar! loveth : TI held 
0, wntil I bad 

brougtt him into my mothers {3 hob: and into 


or , if thou a Chriſt would'ft find, 
In a diſtrefſed gloomy 'day ; 


No 


— 


Fe _ 

| (6x) | 

'} No ſooner parted from them, when p 

- I found my Joy, my Souls delight: . = _* 

My heart did dance within me then, <4 

3 And 1 was raviſt'd with his ſight. 1 

\'$ 1 found my Jeſus; et rtie come,” 7 4 
"And him imbrace with both theſe arms : 
That like the rifing of the Sun, -- 
Did rid my Soul of -Midnight-harms. 

My Soul! now held birt and don't. 

| —ngrs bis quiet any more 3 , w : 
T -and happneſs' Fyes'nporrth 7 + © 
2 6 departufe Will 6: wp ; 

Fe bring him to my Mothers: Houſe, 

- There's Souls to fave, as well as mine: ; 
 Ple Feaſt him'there- with' all that's rare, =; 
s 


And give him-ti6ſt Yelicions Wine. 
The Wine that makes his heart full glad, 
1s when he taſtes the Loves of thoſe - 
| 'That once were Rebels, or as bad, _. 
'Fhat. axe his Friends, and were his Foes, 


_ 


> nighe 


kao. th. Ad . ba 


CANT. 5. 


4 I charge you, Daghyor of Teruſalem, ' 
the:;Roes, md; by the;binds,, that Je fiir hy _ 
up, nor awake my, beloved, till ” pleaſe. 


—_. 


+ 1 ad dah 


| a MF, Fg. $1. 


WW" pity is, thar ſuch " Gueſt,:, ; 
Whoſe, Eſſencyisall, Love: ,'; 


Shonld þe diſturbed, in his reſt ,. 
i And-forc'd to-make remove. . 

#, You Members of his Churches all, .. 
” Would couldcharm youſo; . 
'- By Roesand Hinds,: to ſtill the Winds, _—” ] 
'- * And make nonoiſe below, -- 

He gave me reſt the other days - 

»*When | was almoſt dead- .. 

"With frights and fears, and drown'd in tears,s. \ 
. He lifted up my head... 

*  ] never met-with Joy nll then, 
Nor never knew a day, 
Nor faw a Snn tifl-he was come ,- . E 

To fright my Fears away. | 
Contentments ! there are no ſuch things, 
There is no Sunſhine-weather ; | 
No happineſs, but that which brings 1 

Chriſt and my Soul together. 
"Tis 


GC 


' 


" 


1 


| 'Tis juſt that you and I requite 


And freely give him reſt for 


_ 
This blefſed Peace he gave ha 


-As our dear Lord- would have us. 


© — 


— 


CANT. II. 6. 


Who this that cometh ' out of the Wilderneſs 
like pillars of ſmoak, perfumed with B 
and frankingenſe, with all . powders of the 
merchavt * 


HYMN $2: 


| en him ſpeak his-Love to-Saints, 

" That were out of deſertion creeping : 
Arabian deſerts ſpicy. fumes, | 
Ne're ſmelt ſo ſweet, asſmoak of weeping, 

Who's this ! what glorious Perſon's this; 
Thar takes this ſolitary path ; 

That fears no way, nor Beaſts of prey; 
Of Defert-frights, no terror hath ?* - 

But through all-theſe-dangers dares 
To come to a deſpiſed Jeſus, 

And-warily ſcapesthe-Deſert-ſnares,: (0s/ 

- And crys, There's nothing elſe will pleaſe 

I is my Churct:; ro me ſhe ſeems, 1 - 
Like to ſome ſmoaky Pillar; If 
Z 2, Tf 


4. i. 
which = « 
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PET (3) 
- Fird by the Holy |Spirit. means'-- 
" To foar aloft an heav'nly pitch. + 

- She's in my Noaſtrils ſweet perfume ; 

The Merchant-Powders worthleſs be: -- 
The Myrrh ,- the Frankincenſe may ſoon / 
Their. Odars: loſe, - but: never ſhe : 

Her Gifts and Graces ; Pray'rs and Tears, Fx 
| Her Faith and Patience, Joy and Fears, 
— HerUp's and Down's,her Sigh and Groans, N 
Like'bruiſed Myrrh, perfame the Air. © © 7 
Come forward then with winged pace, Th 

'And leave this Wilderneſs behind : : 

The nearer me, the ſweeter Fo; if 

Be thon but 99a) Las be kind.. } 
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CANT. 1. 7.- Pur 


” Bebold his bed, which 45 Solomons: threeſcore- 5b 
Wh (Ayens 4 neu are. about it, of the Valiants of. / 


gYroel 


Ing Solomon's Bed, that guarded was:s 
With threeſcore Men of Might, 
" Whoſe Weapons breathed-Fire-toghoſe; ... 
\That\wak'd kim in the dlight; v7tp. (-: 
_ Types out-the Royal Guards, rhadtend, Te L 14 


« Ci 


aaa Diadem:; »: of L oY; 


| U '& 


== 


__” ( '& 9 
'Numberleſs Angels guarding him, * 
That Guards himſelf and them: 
4 My Jeſus! he is now at reſt, 
F# At Gods right hand of Pow'r, 
F And of eternal Joy poſleſt, 
F- Secur'd as in a Tow. 
'F No might nor .ſpight ſhall ere affright ; 
-- The bloody. ſiweat-is paſt : 
4 Nomore the Tears ſhall trickle down, 
F That trickPd down fo faſt. 
The flaming -Cherubims of old, 
That kept the-Tree of Life - -- 
| Still keep the Chambers of 'cheLamb;| 
And his beloved Wife. 
FO thou that lov'ſt my Soul, command , | 
Send me but one of thoſe:- _—_ 
But one of theſe ſweet Angels, "and > ' © 400Y 
_ Ne neyer fear my. foes. n 


+. 
T4 
, 
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CANT. IL 8. 


They all bo!d ſwords, being expert in war, eve- 
ry man hath his ſword upon ha thigh, be- 


<A f the fear of the night. 
HY MN 54 


i JA er expert in War, 
, , ns great. Artillery : _ 
A | ' Gods 


- 


; ( 66) 
\ Gods Hoſts unſeen, Defenders are © 
Ofmy dear Love and Me. 
"Tis not *cauſe I deſerve -- 
To have a Life guard by me ; 
But *cauſe he in a Bed of love. 
Wil pleaſe to ſettle nigh me. F* 
If Hoſts againſt me riſe, SY Js 
And men of War ſhall .ſcare me: Ve 
The Lord:of- Hoſts will ſend his Hoſts,-. - | 
, They in their arms fhall bear me. 
- The Lord will Muſter up, 
”-  Andſend themto the Courts 
Of Tyrant. Rulers, who ſhall down 
> With them, and alktheir Forts. . 
= Believe it, thereare Thrones, 
> And Nobles ſitupon them: . 
: Above the carthly-greateſt.Ones, 
And Judgments iſſue from. them. 
Theſe, theſe ſhall do us right, c 
When we can nothing do;- 
_ With Herod's of the World ſhall fight, 
And. overcome thera too: - 


TO A Ve _ | 
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CANT. lll: 9. 


I King Solomon made himſelf a chariot of the 
wood of Lebanon. | 
Ver. 10:: He made the pillarsthereof of ſilver, 
the bottom thereof of gold, the covering of | 
is of purple, the midſt thereof being paved. <) 
' with lowe, for the daughters. of Feruſalem.. © 


K's Solomon's Charet for his Bride, * 
x Of Wood of Lebanon was made: ' 
This Charet-bottom was of Gold, N 
This Charet Silver pillars had. 
Cover'd with Purple, pav'd-with Love : 
But O, how far ſurpaſt by him, 
Whois All love from- head -to foot, 
To draw all Love- to him agen. | 
Jeſus, King Jeſus, for his Spouſe, 
> For the Lambs Wife, his-Bride, hath buile 
A far-more glorious: Chariot, which: - 
 _ With Love and Pow'r is donble gilt: 
Brac'd with the everlaſting Arms, '_. 
Whoſe. covering is eternal Glory, 
Whoſe ſubſtance is a Love that warms, 
Whoſe Wheels run to the Joy: before ye. 
Now 


(68) 
Now blefſed be that boundleſs Love ; 
F: And-bleſſed-be that endlefs Power, 
-- And bleſſed be that God above, 
That made his Chariot like a "Tower. - 
"This Honour all-his people have, 
They go on foot,: and-yet they ride : _, 
Thus rides the; Princes, when advanc't- 
In ſtately Pomp, .by- Prince his fide. 


C AN-T. II. 1t. 


ng Solomon, with the crown wherewith hig 
mother crowned him in the day of his eſpous 
ſals,and inthe day of the gladneſs of his heart. 


HY MN. 56:.- 


4 'T hat, that bleſſed day were come, 
When-we might meet our Solomen, 
. Crown'd King of Saints, and Nations, and * 
Having the World at bis command ! 
- His Father hath already Crown'd him, 
Givin him'a Title to this thing: (him, 
When - ſhall his Mothers arms ſurrounds: 
And Crown him her eternal King ? 
*T will be the gladneſs of his hearr, 
When he ſhall once eſpouſe that __— 
| en 


Go fonb O ye daughters of Zion, and behold | 


—— 
. 


- CE 


' When Kingdoms ſhall their Loves impart, .* 
and all his Foes caughr ina Nooſe : | 

Ariſe ! deſcend thon'Royal Prince , - 

© Thy:Coronation:day is-come: | 

In Seat of thy Magnficence; -' | -; | 

Thy Church would fain attix thy-Crown. 

Thy: Mother, Siſter, Brother, 'wait, | 

And long to'ee that" blefied day, 

When Sin and Sorrow's ont of date, 

And crowned Jeſus bears -the: fway. 

-O, when ſhall Jews and Gentles. both, 

Faſten thy Crown upon thy head ! 

Gentiles have done it, Fews hold off; 

By both: muſt this -be managed. 


a. dt A. —_— 
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| Finis Cap. 3. Deo gratias. 


—— 


f#ir 


Bebold, thou art fair, my love, behold thou art 


CAN I 19 2 


r 


, | F That have made and form'd , 

| 'By curious Art and Skill: 
The Seautics of the upper World, 
According to my \V ill. 


HYMN 57. 


(yo) | 
- that behold and ſee -, 
Thoſe beauries all the day: 
(Should Morral eyes bur ſteal a glance, 
*Twould take their Lives away :) 
'Yet I ſay, thou art- fair, 
Thy Graces beauties are: 
_ Fathers face gand mine, doth ſhine _ 
Upon that. Face of thine?" 
The trifling- Beauties which 
' Fond Lovers idolize, 
Are-not ſo fair, nor half ſo rich 
As thou art in my Eyes: 
O how L love that Soul, 
Thar's true to God and me! 
My heart's inclin'd, my Love is blind, 
Their faults I cannot ſee. 
Ple ſhortly bow the Heav*ns : 
'O how | long to'come: 
I will ariſe, and rend the Skies, 
And fetch my fair One home. 


= Thow beſt doves eyes within thy locks =a— > 


N 


-But ©, that intellectual Eye 


-My Soul admire, and raiſe thee; higher 


0791) 
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CANTA1vV 1. 


HYMN $8. 4 


Ow Fle conſider. in its place, 
And view my Blood-redeemed prize: 
The ſparkling Diamonds of thy Face, 
The Dove-like Beauty of thine Eyes. 
Thou thadſt an Eye of Fleſh was wont 
To ſend forth Beams of luſtful Fire, 
That after Vanity did hunt, 
And fill thy heart 'with baſe deſires. 
A wandring tempting rouling Eye , 
A Caſement ope't-to let in Sin: 
But now ?tis chaſte, with eyefalve waſht , 
. And takes diviner Obyets in ; 


| Whereby thou ſeeſt » cs unfeeh';, 

Whoſe objects quite are out of: ſight ,. 

That eyes, me through the darkelt Screen! 
That ſhines like Diamonds in the dark; 

Or Stars that- brighten blackeſt Night : 

Knowledg and Faiti ſuch Power-hath, 

To ſee by Dark as well as Light. 


With both theſe Eyes behold, that ſpark ; 
Whoſe | 


C72) 
Whoſe: Beams have giv*n thee light a 
ſight, 
That once were blind and in the dark, * 


Sh. 


RY 
W 


— 


CANT. IV. 2. 
—Thy hair s as a flock of poats that 
frown mount Gilead. 74 


HYMN; 59 


—om_—_—— 


He hair, the Beauty of the Face, 

That taking Ornament ; 

That bluſheth nothing at diſprace; 
Ir's cut,-it's ſhav'd, it's rent; 

It open lies'to all aſſaults 951 
And yet it feels it not: 

The Razors ſhave, the Sizars cut 
All wrongs are ſoon forgot. 

My Church, 1Jove thy Patience, 
This 1 admire in thee, ' 

under all inuries- content; 
Thoſe that affront-thee, win'thee. 

Like Goats on Gileads Mountains ſhorn, 
Stript of their hairy Fleece: 

Yet'not-a groan, all wrongs are born , 
Their ſheering breakstno Peace. 

, os warms thy heart,” a& hair-thy head: 
How ornamental tis!-' ol 


Te 


: 
j 


4 U 


— 


] 


” + » 


When Patience can -impow'r a man 
© To conquer all he ſees: . + 
With this, \weet'-frame,. in love Iam: 
It's rare in. my account: 
Tobe forgot, and feel it not, 
Is Patience paramount. 


—— __ —_ — 


CANT. IV. 3. 


Thy lips are like 4 thred of Scarlet , and thy 
. ſpeech is comely — 


HYMN 60. 


T7 roſie Lips with Scarlet dye, 
Gives beauty to thy Face: < 
Inflames with love th* Obſervers eye , 
A thouſand beauties has: 
Made red,.;not with thy Blood, but mine ; 
[fs from my. paſlion fed ; 
No natural Colour in this World, 
Can yield fo deep a red: 
O, how 1 love theſe ruby Lips, 
| love to hear them ſpeak; 
Thy Pray*rs and Praiſes, Ne#ar ſips, 
To me, tho faint and weak. 
Thy Dottrines, Counſels, Cordials are , 
To me and thoſe that hear them : 
E Thy 


Ls >. ” 4 
po - 
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Thy ſharp reproofs are kifling datts, ' 
Yet health to thoſe that bear them. 

My Soul admire, and*muck'defire, ' 
Thy Soul's admiring Lover : 

Be it thy Grace, thy words to place , 
And tell thy Speeches over , 

As men tell Gold, O, weigh thy Words, 
Thy Speech exadtly meaſure : 

So ſhall thy King delight to ſing , 
And praiſe this vocal Treaſure. 


CANT. IV. 3. 


—Thy temples are like a piece of a pomegrs | 


nate within thy locks. 


HYMN 61. 


| Love thee, for thy Cheeks, my. Spouſe 
A Virgin bluſh adorns thetty 
w_ modeſty that crowng thy erows, 
A holy ſhame informs them: 
Have you not been where you have ſeen 
The bluſhing Pomegranate, 
All overſpread with rofie red, 
'As Nature did create? 
Thy Temples ſhaded in thy Locks, 


With rofie blaſhes ſpread, 
Poti 


(75) 


'F Doth much expreſs thy baſhfulneg: 


th 


| 


True Vertue vails her head. 
Thy guilt and ſhame, for what's to blame, 
Thou canſt not face it out: 
Thy fluſhings, bluſhings, fears and tears, 
Are beauties out of doubr. | 
My Soul! this conſternation due, 
Becomes. the Virgin-bride 
Of that ſame bleeding. Lover, who 
For thy Salvation dy'd. 
0 let me never , never trace, 


_ "The ſteps of Sinners bold: 


Nor hide my Sin, but hide my Face , 
As with a bluſh controPd. 
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CANT. IV. 4. 


Thy neck is like the tower of David, builded for 
, an armoury, whereon there hang a thouſand 


bucklers, all ſhields of mighty men. 
HYMN 6z. 


E eldeſt Sons of living day, 
Peers of the Upper-Houle ; 
Andall'yg9u Commoners below , 
Come and behold my Spouſe. 
Thy ſtately Neck, like Davids Tower, 
Built for an Armoury : 


= |. Umitez 


C76) 

Unites thy Body to thy Head, 
Never to part ; and why, 

A thouſand Shields the promiſe yields, 
As many Swords thy Faith, 

Tho Hell and Devils do their worſt, 
Thy Soul ProteCtion hath. 

Thou ſhalt not truckle, no nor buckle 
To inimical ſpight : 

Strong in the Lord thou art, and in 
The Power of his Might. 

Thy Fire-breathing Cannons fly 
In face of all thy Foes: 

For thee a Davids 'Tower am I, 
*Gainſt all that thee oppoſe : 

If fin or men infeſt thee, then 

. Thy Neck a Toweris ; 


Thy Soul, tho toſt, ſhall ne*re be loſt 
In ſuch a Tow'r as this. 


(77.Y. 


A 


CANT. IV.5: 


Thy two breaſts are like two young roes that are 
twins, which feed among the lilies. 


HY M N63. 


Hy: Breaſts, the ſeat of Love, 
And Natures Ornament, 

With full-pent milky treaſures give 
Thy off-ſpring nouriſhment. 

milky ſtreams do flow, 
4 To nouriſh all thy Seed, 
4: As fruitfal Roes that fat their twins, 
* And midſt the Lilies feed. 
Thy Sons and ' Daughters are 
-» Begat from Heav'n above: 
-A«num'rous Off-ſpring will appear 
-#In that great day of Love: 
"Thou haſt two Teſtaments, 

 Repleat with Milk Divine ; 
With theſe thou ſuckleſt all my Saints, \. 

And mak'(t cheir Faces ſhine. 
T.} muſt admire} the man 

That ſprings from ſuch a Father, 
That ſtrongly draws by Graces laws , 

The breaſts of ſuch a Mother, 


(78) 
Then drink -and thirſt again, 
As Babes the Breaſts adore : 
Till chou ſhalt come to thy bleſt home, 
And drink and thirſt no more. 


— 


CANT. IV.6. 
Until the day breaks, and the ſhadows flee a. 


way, I will get me to the mountains of myrrh, 


and to the bill of frankincenſe. 
HYMN 64. 


Here is a bleſſed day will break 
A glorious Light will ſhortly come, 
Whoſe rays will make the ſhades betake, 
As frightned, to their laſting home. 
A day will drink up all the Rain, 
And ſcatter all the Fogs away : 
And fully ront the dreadful train 
Of Clouds, that now Eclipſe the day. 
No more ſhall Sin or Fears beſpatter 
The glorious beauty of thy Face: 
No more ſhall bloody T'yrants ſcatter 
Their roaring Bulls in every place. 
There is a day and door of hope; 
(lmean, to haſten all I can) 
That will ſurprize both Turk and Pope , 
And the blood-thirſty wicked man. EG 


—_ .. RS - 8. 


— 


Fl 


L "Tiltthen, the mount of Myrrh above , 


- \ 

- (79). 

And Heaverts hill of Frankincenſe, 

Muſt for a while obſcure my Love, 

And Perſon, from the eye- of ſence. 
But do not fear! from that Aſcent, « 

Asfrom a Mountain, I can ſee 


(And did beiore ) how all things went: 
Tilt then, do thou corfi le in me. 


CANT. IV. 7. 


Thou art al fair, my Love, there x no ſpot in 
thee, 


HYMN 65. 


MY Love, thou art all fair, 
In thee no ſpot appears: 

I've waſht thee white, from what was black, 

In precious blood and tears : 
Thy parts are all inſpir'd , 

All Graces in thee ſhine: 
Each faculty my Love hath fir'd , 

And charm'd that heart of thine, 
Degrees are wanting ſtill; 

'Tis yet thy Infant-ſtate : 
But yet we can ſpell out a man, 

In Limbs that are not great. 


E 4 Ve 
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(8) 
Yle poſſiſh thee, my Dove ! 
Ile off with every ſpot; 
Ple drive the trade till it be faid', . 
What Graces haſt thon not ! 
Thy Sin andGuiltineſs, 
My Royal Robe ſhall cover, 
And my imputed Righteouſneſs, 
Shall *make thy- God thy Lover: 
My Soul ! *tis done for ever : 
For ever praiſe hisname ; 
His Blood was ſhed, thy Sins are dead, 
Never to riſe again. 


CANT. IV. 8. 


Come with me from Lebanon (my Spouſe ) with 
me from Lebanon : look from the top of Ama- 
wa, from the top of Shenir and Hermon, from 
the lions dens, from the mountains of the 


leopards. 
HYMN 66. 


Nd now my welbeloved Spouſe, 
Since I have ſet thee free, 
And clear'd thy ſtains, that none remains, 
Now love thy (elf and me. 
Come, Royal Princeſs, come with me, 
Thou ſhalt not come alone: 


My | 


*%. 


4 


F 4. 
4 My preſence ſhall thy Condudt be,” 
Only conſent and come , 
From L:banon, that Mount of Pleaſures, 
And from Amana too : 
Theſe barren Mountains yield no treaſure,” . 
Ariſe and let us go 
: From Lions jaws, and Leopards paws, 
And all the wicked rout : 
From Traytors gins, and Spoylers dens: 
Come, I will lead thee our. 
There's nothing can degrade a man, 
Like jbruit-Society, - 
Or make him from his Eſſence come, 
- | Like wicked company: - + 
| Reſolved then, Vle leave theſe men, -. 
Whom 1 did once adore: 
+ ArJeſus call, Vle leave them all, 
And ne*'re come at them more. * 


(82) | 


CANT.IV. g. 


Thou baſt raviſhed my heart, my Siſter, my 
Spouſe ; thou haſt raviſhed my heart with one 
of thine eyes, with one chain of thy neck. 


HYMN 67. 


Y Siſter, by the Father's ſide ; 
And Spouſe, by all conſent: 
Siſter adopt, and Spouſe elect, 
Pm full,and | muſt vent. 
My raviſht heart hath felt a dart, 
And1I am all defire: 
I, who created Fire and Love, 
With Love am ſet on Fire. 
- Something hath ſmote me from thine eye: 
That eye of Faith, it is, 
That ſingle wounding eye of Faith, 
That makes me love thee thus. 


Of Promiſe truſt me ſo: 
That will ſecure it ſelf of .Love, 
| Eva whether I will or no. 
The chains Love, that draws my Loye; 
Do thou but ſay, thon lov'ſt me: 
It is a chain, I captive am, 
 Andnothing ere removes me. | 


MF 


That dares upon a naked word | 


oy fg 8$Q_ oy 
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\h- of 
Soul! fix this ſame Eye of Fa'th 
Upon him ſtedfaſtly: 


: Faſten the link with ſodring Love , 


He's thine eternally. 


CANT. IV. 10. 


How fair s my Love, "” Siſter, my Spouſe fi. 4 


bow much better is thy Iove than wine ! and © © 


the ſmell of thine oyntments than all. ſpices ! 
* HYMN. 68. 


4Hou 'rt fair, my Love, thy Loveis fair: - 
How fair I can't expreſs : 


I leave to thee to gueſs! 
Love is heart-chearing wine ;- beſtow - 
A glaſs of Love upon me, 
Ard Ple forget my Sorrows great, 
The wrongs that have been done me. - 
I have no thirſt but for thy Love; . 
Love me, and ſtay my thirſt : 
Odo but try to love me; why ? 
Becauſe] loy'd thee firſt. 
Let no perfume henceforth preſume, 
To gratifie my wants; 
No.Spices ſweet, my Noftrils greet; 
There are no ſweet but Saints. - . 


Better than Wine; but how much better, . © 


. _ oO ds 


- 
- 


| T 84 
1 love them with a pard*ning love, 
Their follies I forgive. 
I Love them with a laſting love, 
T hat ſhall for ever live. 
Amazement ſtops my verſe and me! 
O Lord, that lov*ſt me thus ; 
O let me never, never be 
Unkind, ungractous! * 


"4 


CANT. IV. nn: 
Thy lips, O my ſpouſe, - as the honey- comb: 


boney and milk are under thy tongue ——— 


HYMN 69. 


4 * a3 gracious words thy lips adorn, _ 
£7 Like drops of Honey from the Comb: 
"Tis Canaan's Language newly born, 

From a Divine inſpired Tongue. 
Honey and Milk are not ſo ſweet , 

As ſavoury Speeches dropping down 
That nouriſh whomſoe're they meet , 
And from a ſpir*tual Fountain come. 

When. Lips drop ſighs, and Eyes drops teas 
In penitential fight of Sin: ( Pray'ty 
When. Speech drops Praiſes, and ſtrong}. 

_ It ſhews a Honey-comb within, Af 


by 


vn © 


' a PC M 3? 
When nouCſhing, and ſoul-fatting words, . 
Lye breeding underneath the Tongue: 
And when due ſeaſon birth affords, - - 
| This, this my Love inſpires my Song. 

My Soul, learn this! Are- gracious words 
So ſweet to Chriſt thy deareſt friend: 
Then don't impoſe upon his noſe, 

The Carron- ſtink that-baſe words ſend. 

Seaſon my .Lips with Salt, my God; | 

-F And fift my Language from its droſfs: 
Kor why ſhould | fo fooliſhly, 
With Speeches vain contraClt my-loſs? 


— 
— — 


CAN-I: 1V;-11. 


—— 4nd the ſmell of thy garment is like the 
ſmell of Lebanon. 


H Y M N70. 


O m———_—_ 


Aked, and in thy blood, before; 

Unpolliſhr, rude and rough: 

| ſpread my Skirt, and threw4quite ore, 
A Garment large enough : A 

+ And.now. like bleſſed Facsh, in a 

> . The Prieitly. Robe, his Mother bo 

$4 Veſted him with, he paſſeth fair, 

| And go'th for elder Brother: 

. i Even 


1. £2 Mc 
F> . 
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- Even thos imputed purple ſmells, 
When on the Sinner thrown ; 

Like to a Field which God hath bleſt: 
Tho borrow'd, *tis thy own. 


- The fragrant ſmells of Lebanon, E-1 
The Mount of Canaan: glory : 
There never was ſuch ſweetneſs as 6 -{ 
Theſe Garments ſhed before ye. 
When once thon gettlt my Garment on, 
Art with my Merits clothed : 
My Father takes thee for his Son, | 


And for his beſt beloved. | = 
My God! perfume my Soul, and veſt it, 
And in thy Boſome lay it: 
Upon thy tender Bowels reſt it ; | 
*_ *Tis done, if thou but ſay it. 


NE 


CANT. IV. 12. 


A garden incloſed is my Sifter, my Spouſe: 6 
Spring ſhut up, a fountain ſealed. 


HYMN 71. 


Y Spouſe! | have enclofed , 
And ſtrongly fenc'd thee in, 
With rocky Walls, and ſcorching Fire; 
Thou haſt my Garden been. | 


.*F If men dare ſcale the Flames, 
To -their own loſs they venture: 
Fle keep thee fo on every ſide ; 
They*l knock, but ſhall not enter. 
: | The plant thee with ſweet Flow'rs , 
And every fruitful Tree: 
| And all about Ple make me Bowers, - 
And take my walks in thee. 
Vle ſhut and ſeal thee up, 
, No dirty foot ſhall ſee 
Thy heavenly Springs and Waterings, 
Thou ſhalt my Fountain be. + 
O thou, the Spring of Springs, 
Whoſe Fountains always run: 
Fountain of Fountains, and all things, 
From thee my Waters come. 
O thou, the King of kWegs , 
- Plant thou thy Garden round : 
Let every walk thy Praiſes talk, 
In thee my fruit is found. 
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CANT. 1V. 13. | 
Aux —_ are an Orchard of Pomegranate: with: 
a[ant fruits, Camphire with Spikenard. 

., | Ves. 14. Spikenard and Saffren, Calamu 


and Cynamon, with all trees of frankincenſe, © 


Myrrb and Alges, with all the chief Poicera | 


# .- 


HYMN 72. 


me, now, my Siſter, let us go, 

And how ſee the. young of Sets dor 
The.Standarts muſt.not ſtand, I have 
A better-uſe to put them to, 

Theſe Vle tranſplangeo Paradice., 

With Glory | will all their faces: 

They muſt be gone,” their work is done, 

The young ones.mulſt ſupply their places. 

" The Lambs, the Babes, my Churches breed, ; 

Are a more rav*ſhing ſight to me: 

Than the Pomegranate full of ſeed, - 

/ _ Or. all the Arabian,ſpices be. | 
The Spikenard, Camphire, and the reſt *, 

Of choiceſt Aromarick tames, 

Are worthleſs, when they do their beſt, *, 

Let them be buried in their 'T'ombs. 

Bat ©, the Joy I tate to ſee 

My pregnant Church. her Children b_ 

T 
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_ TY Soo 
_—— . CWY. *»  -- 0 
'F © The young ones that convert: tome!®' '* 
FT My choiceſt Heaven on, Earth is there... * 

' Young ones awake, (ſince 1 do take "2: 
| Such pleaſvre.in your budding Graces:. 
Z Repent, Convert, or *will be Death 
For you to let me ſee your faces... 


_ ey | - _ 


F fountain of gardens, a well of living waters,. 
|. . and fireams from Lebanon. 


F 1 a Garden-am; thou art; 
O Chriſt, the living Spring; 
If lhave any ſprouting Plants , 
| The Water thou doſt bring. 
+4 -NoWater, then- no Fruit, no growth. 
No $pire can pierce the Clods : 
The Fruit | bear, 'if it be rare, 
| Ir js not mine, but Gods. 
My hearc was dead the other day,. 
And then ſweet Mercy came, 
And waſhrt it in a Spring of Blood; 
It came to Life again. 
' My heart. was hard, as I may fay,. 
As hard as any Stones : 


4 4 & q5f o . 
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-4 | 3dench it inthe living Spring, u 

4 And it to Comes. 

» My heart was cold, as celd as Ice; E 

© Some heat it did require : | 

I found the living Waters had = 
F 
1 


: In them a living oy 

Now let tby dying, living blood , 

| _ Stream as from Lebanon: 

Water my wants, and waſh my Plants, 
Or we are al undone. 


— | 


CANT. IV. 16. | 0 


Awake, O North-whid, and come thou South, 
low upon my garden, that the ſpices ther , 
of may flow out | 


HYMN 7+ 


Maſt have Air and Wind, 

As well as Water, Lord: 

Or elſe my Garden, that is I, 

No fruit can ere afford: 

Ariſe North-wind and South , | 
Rough and ſerene, both beſt, 

Anddothou time their gates and thine : 
In both Iſh all be bleſt. 

There's not one Plant will thrive, 8 

Or Flower hold its ſcent , 


» 
LE . 


ha”. 
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+ How will the Spices flow? 


T3” + 


" Thy Breathings, Giftings, Fillings, Seals; 2 


Let each work take its place. 
" If my Beloved come, . * 
As he a coming is: 


. (Lord, not too ſharp, leſt all be loſt :) 


Unleſs thy Spirit, Lord, contrive ]_ - 
To breathe their Nutrimenr. 


Py 


! 


How will my Graces flouriſh , 
If thy ſweet Spirit pleaſe to blow, 
' And ni, owers cheriſh ! 
For loves-ſake Jet me beg; 

O Holy Ghoſt, thy Grace, 


Not finding me and Fruit at home, 
Hel ſay my heart's not his. 


Mc 


—_ —— — — — On—" "I ———— 


CANT. IV. 16. 


Let my my belowed come into his Garden, and »* 
eat bis pleaſant fruit. 


HYMN 75» | wn / Fr 


M- Garden is thy Garden, Ford, 

Therefore do thou the Winds awake: 
Let ſharp and cold North-winds accord), 
With gentle Sourh, and their turns take. 

Sometimes I need a nipping Froſt : 


To 


3. © Be 
, et P : Md - 
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Ne BE <5 S 
To croſs 'my fin, let me by | 
But Winds oe ad 

Eet North awake and ſtop; Jut fot | 
The- South awake, "come: and blow: 
Too miich the Nerth will nip the fruits:. 
But O, the Sourh will make-them grow. 
O Spirit of Love, and harmlefs Dove, . 

Do thou take wings and fly to me : 
'Or elſe give wings to climbing Love ; 
And quickly I-will up to thee: 

-. My Lord, here's little fruit for thee, 

= Tho my Souls Garden do its beſt; . _. 1 

> But if thou com'ſt, there's Fruit for me; Þ- 

| Tho I have none, I ſhall be bleſt. 

+ Thus Folks entertain the. King, . 

"And Landlords fit at Tenants table; 


> They haveno more, but whatthey 1 
" "Thou ſhould have.more, if 1 were able: 


L. . 
ven . 
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CANT.V. 1. 


| 1 am come into my garden, my Siſter, 'my Spouſe: 
1 have gathered my-myrrh with my ſpice: T 
have eaten my honey-comb with my honey: 1 © 
 bave drunk my wine with my milk — © F 


HYMN 76. 


y = 


iq Ell! Iamcome,. my Spouſe, _ 
Thy Pray*rs have given me\wings: 

. have accepted all. thy vows, 

7 And taſted all thy things. © 

'þ In thee | find my myrrh, 9 

FF My honey-Combs [ ear: ©; NM 3 

* $ Thy Milk and Wine is all Divine, .” Ne 8 

| y-Spices all are ſweet. THOT7 [11 Smog 3 


+ % 
HOV 1,792 ! 


We... 


Thy Plants that I have ſet,” - 


' - Are in athriving plight: ' y ov 04 
= »r< {4 £5 y errt 19] l 
Thy, heart a flour'ſhing Orchard Wo onony 


AGarden of delight : 
O, how 1 joy to ſee 
— My coſt not loſt upon thee: * © 
There grows ſweet: Fruit on' every "Tree: 

The younger Plants - have won me. © 
Thy Fruits of holineſs, .- * '* © 

Are Aromatick Spices : 


- = 
) Y 
" _- # ® cw = 4 % 


Thy 


A 


| '- Come fill 


2 Fan 


094) 
Garden, and thy ſelf no leſs, 
Li me a Paradiſe 1s. 
My God, how is it thus ! 
- Can manrelieve his Maker ! 
No; but the grafted Cion is 
Of rhe Stocks life partaker. 


— 
Fm _ 


— — 


CANT. V. 1. 


—Eat, O friends, drink, yea, drink abun 
; fo401, (0) beloved. / 


HYMN JT 


me now, all. you that are my Friends 
My Church hath made a feaſt: | 
your with! Near. bowls, 
I call you with the reſt. ,, 
Fde have you all partake of theſe 
Her inexhauſted pleaſures: 
Come eat and drink her Pray*rs, and ſink 
Your ſelves into her treaſures. 
Her Lips ſhall feed you, and her Graces 
. Their, bounty ſhall expres: | 
"come, they. ſhall have ſome, 
Joy to every Gueſt, 
Dine then, you drooping Spirits, Come z 
Here is a worthy prize : 


C 


And 


| 


= wml we Ss 


—— 


(95) 

FF andif you pleaſe to drink up Seas; 

'F © Pe give herfreſh ſypplies. 

F Lord of all ſtore, I thee implore ; 
"Since what is thine, is mine; 

And what is mine, is thine ; This boon 
To grant do thou incline, 
{ That thou wouldft fill me with thy felf, 
| And ſtretch my Soul to ho!d thee: 

& 4nd I ſhalt feaſt me and the reſt, ' 

With what thy Love hath old me. TY 


£ 


CANT. V. 2. 
I fleep, but my heart WOketh. m— 


HYMN'78. 


Am a contradiction, Lord, 

4 TL 1 wake, yet. amaſleep: 0 

4 lamafleep, and yetl wake; een 
I both, and neither [D: 

Thus after: greateſt beams/of Love, 

My heart grows cold again: - » X 

| 45 after greateſt gleams of Light, E 

The Heavens: grow big with rain. + +... 

When firſt” taſted 'rav'ſhing fweer - | 
From thy divineſt Love, Fe... 4 

| theught I never more ſhould meet | pe 

With 'darkneſs from above, 


rr 


(96) 
But now 1.am all Ice: and Cold, 
; My Zeal 1 cannot keep, _—_ 
As if I'de over-drunk*my &lf; 
['m fallen faſt a ſleep. 
But yet my hearts awake ; I would 
Do better if I could 
The Spirit is willing, Fleſh is weak.; 
O;, make. me. what | ſhould. 
I-would not, rock my (elf alleep :' 
If ſlumber overtake me, 
Rouſe up my drowhie Sences, Lord, 
And by thy Power wake me. 


"CANT. V.'a. © f 


= is the woice of my belloed that knockath 


ſaying, Open unto me, my ſiſter, my love, 
dowe,my Undefiled. # for m 7 lead filled wi 


dew,and my locks Lo bthe «drop the =o] ; 
.H Y M N 79. 


Ove will not ſuffer drowſineſs, 
But kindly wakes his ſleepy Spouſe: 
Thus Parents wake; their children whoſe | 
Dull inclinations cannot rowze. 
Awakening Love a Voyage took, 
Inall the Rain, and in the Deep; 


(97) 
To view the World, and found chat part, 
That's call'd Awal'ned, faſt aſleep. 
 AwalFning Love the danger ſaw, 
How ſleepy Saints unuſeful were ; 
How prone the Devil was to Rob 
And ſpoil them of their precious ware. 
How little loye to Chriſt there was ; 
As men aſleep they mind him not: 
How ſoon their Temples by a Nail 
Might pierced be with deadly ſtroke. 
Awak'ning Love that ſaw things thus , 
Rouſeth them firſt; with midnight. cries: 
Cries Fire, Fire, O the Fire of Hell 
— Flames out! awake; why don'tyau riſe ? 
That not prevailing; — YoIGE 
Into a Lovers earheſh:;6ry 
That knocks and woes at-the doory, _- 
Cold, wet; Awake " COS 'tis | 


CANT.V. 2. 


Ir is the woice of my beloved that knocketh 


ſaying, Open ro me, my Siſter, my Love, w| = 


Dove, my undefiled One, &C. 
HYMN Be. 


Pen'thy heart, my Love, 
And let thy Jeſus in: 
And why' not ope-thy heart to me; 
. + As well as unto Sin! | 
Why not for me as well 
As for forbidden pleaſure! 
Shall I ſtand waiting at- the-door, 
That am thy God and 'Treafare : 
Shall 1, thy Lover, take 
This pains to make thee mine ; 
And ſhall a baſe and fordid Luſt, 
Enſhare that heart of thine? 
«k breaks my heart to ſee 
My Love in Bed with Sin ; 
Whileſt I the Husband am ſhut out, 
And may not enter in. 
My Jealous Heart and Eye 
_ Would prompt my Hand to take 


© _ A Javelin up, and ſtrike thee dead ; 


But that my Bowels ake, 


erh 


# (99) 
F andyearn with Love and Pity : 


" Riſe then and let me in, 
And Ple forgive thee all that's paſt, 
And love thee well agen. 


my E Þe 
a m_— = 


nd 
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CANT. V. 2. 
| is the woice of my beloved that knocheth—— 


HYMN 8r. 
I TArk! drowſie Soul! whoſe Voice is that ? 
Whoſe hand that knocks at door, 
"That pleads his entrance with ſuch charms, 
I never heard before ? | 
'Tis my beloved's: O that Love! 
Now in my lapſed ſtate, | 
| To call me Siſter, Love, and Dove, 
| And undefiled Mate! 
That pleads his Journey, and his Locks 
Wet with. the drops of Night : 
His head bedew'd with rain, he fain 


Would enter if he might. 
Lord, break the. door, the Spirit ſaith, 
The Fleſh wont let me riſe : 
Burſt all the Locks and Bolts, and come, 
The Fleſh cries otherwiſe, 


! Come [eſas, ſweet, and let us meet, 


The better part faith, Come ; 
} But 


( 100 ) 


"But Fleſh and' Pleaſure cries, No, no, * 


No, no! there is no room. + * 
My God, ſhall Fleſh prevail ? "will be —_ 
If thou ſtand'ſt neuter here, \ 
As Candle by a ſnuff kept down, Ort 
That fain would npward ſoar. - % 

F 

— + af 
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CANT. V. 3. 


1 have put off m m7 coat, how ſhall I put it of © 
I a waſhed my feet;how ſha!l I aefile themi] 


HYMN 82, My 
An'ſt thou not rife, my Love? I ran p 
To help when thou wert caſt. 
My deareſt Lord, | cannot Can, 
Fleſh chains me down ſo faſt. 

Wilt thou not riſe, my Dove ? I roſe 
When dead, to "make thee riſe: 
My Lord, 1 cannot will; This Flefh 

So hard upon me lies. 
*Tis night ! *tis dark ! my coat is off, 
- How can I pat it on? 
My feet are waſht, and ſhould 1 riſe, 
And make then foul anon? ©. . - |. 
Thus Eve her Figleaves ſtircht togeti; 
The Bidden made excuſes: 


7 + % , 


Tod _ 
© , 


( 10T ) 
Ihe mild and gentle Jeſus ſtands ,. 
'F And puts up all abuſes. 
] might have ſaid, Can it be Night, 
hen day is at the door? 
lordark, when he that is the Light , 
Can darkneſs overpow'r ? 
"have put oft my Coat; and can't 
Iput it on as ſoon? 
Fifronted thus, my Jeſus, cry'd, 
4 Farwel my Love, I'm gone! 


- 
_—_— 


TY CAN-I. Vs. 4 
My beloved put in bis hand by the hole of the 


| door, and my bowels were moved for him. 
HYMN 53: 


$ & S men are wont, when taking leave, 
FLY To wave the hand to parting friend : 
| ſaw him do't, my heart did heave, 
And all my bowels did extend. 
I'My Jeſus !- I ſhall ne're forget 
That dreadful black and fad ſurprize: 
| would have roſe with all my heart, 
But at the preſent could not riſe. 
+4My bowels founded, when I ſaw 
- His becKning hand a farwel give: - 


F.3: 1 


'{ 102) 
\ Tthought I ſhould have dy'd to ſee 


”-" 
» 
p . 
ou 
| = 
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Him wave his hand, and'take his leive $ 1 
. ASfrighted men in dreams would ſpeak, * 


But have not power to ſpeaka word : 
My heart aſſa''d, topray him ſtay; 
My moving bowels all concur'd. 

I bal? breath, and would have cri'd; 


S y Lord, I come! but could not utter: | 
I plai | 


nly ſaw my lofs wonld be, 
Like riches running down a Gutter. 
My Soul, theſe damps and dreadful cramps, 
Contract the Sinews of the beſt : 
My God ! appear, to me draw near, 
When ſich Temptations me infeſt. 


nn ——— 


7 9.) AE 
I roſe up to cyen to my beloved, and my hand: 
drepped with myrrh, and my fingers with 
ſweet ſmelling myrrh, upon the handles "A 
the lock. | 


HYMN 84. 


RoZ, I went, I op'd the door ; 


ButI delay'd roo long 
My deareſt Lord was gone before, 
Diſtated-at this wrong. | 


Yet 


re 


6 


c 103 ) 
etleft a. ſweet perfume behind ; 
The ſign he had been there: 
INo ſooner had I toucht the Lock, 

My hands dropt down with myrrh: 
He left me not, till I him left: 
And never left me o : 


| But left a vertue ſtill behind , 


To ſiweeten all my wo. 


T Thus Lovers will abſent, but then: 


Tokens ſhall blow the Flames, 


| And keep the Fire of Love alive, 


And quicken the remains. 


| My God! my heart's a ruſty Lock, 


| | it with Grace Divine : 


rt 1s more, a Chained door ;. 
ark 


up this Heart of mine. 
Tay thy perfuming hand upon it, 
| And drop thy-ſweetneſs in: 

Twill fire my longings to thy ſelf; 
?Twill ont with Sloth and. Sin. 


. ( 294) 


CANTI. V. 6. 


I opened to my beloved, but my beloved had 
withdrawn himſelf, and was youn! my ſoul 
failed when he ſpake — 


HYMN 55. 


Eſns withdraws ! Thus when the Sun. 
Doth bid tFe World good-night ; 
It leaves it in a Dark and moſt 
Uncomfortable plight. 
Thar word , Pm gone! that killing word, 
My heart did rend and'tear: 
I littie thought his words were Swords ; 
Delays denials were. 
I roſe, but he was gone from thence; 
' And left me all-alone: 
1 never thought, 7le riſe anon, 
\ Did Tantamount, Be pore: 
If tears would fetch him back, Ide weep: 
A Sea to waft him over ; 
If pray'rs , I'de rend the Skies with cries, 
But I'de regain my Lover : 
Wo, and alas! my woful caſe; 
Now am 1 left alone. 
In Fears and Cares, and: thouſand' Tears; 
' My Sorrows ta. bemoan. alk 


——_— 


« | 


. 


i ©... + La 
' kit you" that have a Soul to fave, 
' Take warning by my fall: 
Make no delays, give him no Nay's ; 
Riſe when you hear him call. 


CANT. V. 6&9 


—T ſought him, but I could not find him: 1 
called him, but he gave me no anſwer. 


HYMN 86, 


A. At full grown miſery : 
| Lament my caſe,my blubber'd face, 
And pity, pity me. 
I pray to him chat heareth pray'rs; 
- But mine he will not hear. 
- He hath a bottle for all Tears, 
But mine muſt not come there. 
Ifought him- that is found of All. 
That ſeek him heartily : 
But, O my pain! Iſeek in vain; 
My coming makes him fly. 
x He that once lov'd my Soul, is gone; 
Whoſe love was {weet as Wine. 
 Tcall him Love, he calls me Dog ; 
Was ever grief like mine! 


4 ALL you whoſe tender bowels yearn, 
| 


( r06 i 
- My Soul, it was thy Sin; thy Sloth, 
That drove thy Chriſt away : 
©. Be call'd, but faiPd; and is bur juſt, 
Such lightings | to repay. 
* There never was (except *rwere his) 
A grief that bodesſo ill : 
My Soul! when he writes, Seek no more 
Do thou.read, Seek me ſtill. 


—_—_ A 


CANT.V. 7. 


The watchmen that went about the City, fo »d 
me; they fmote me, they wounded me ; 
keepers of the Walls took away 'mmy vail: 
from me. 


HYMN 87. 


Hus when the Anchors loſt; 
- The Ship's expos'd to Waves, 
_ With ſurly Winds and Billows toft, 
— «Like greedy open Graves. 
» -As when the wounded Deer, 
d Bleeds with the Arrow ſhort : 


"The reſt fotfake and come not near, 
Ard blood-hounds take their lor. 
”. *pat me vp, 'and went 
4 s ww exuſelems Streets abort; 


- 
* is 
P 


\*; T7 109 _ 
a moſt full and true intent, 
Po find my Jeſus our. 
Watchmen were unkind , 
£ zey ſmice me, wound and hale: 
> Keepers of the City-Walts, 
"They took away my Vail. 
os by Watchmen too! 
Hurch-Officers they were, 
ar ſhould have led me unto Chriſt, 
Wound me for coming there. 
id Kee of the Walls, 
The Kingdoms Magiſtrates: 
at me as bad, as if I had 
Done Whoredom in their Gates. 
what a darkſome Night, 
When thoſe that pray and fear, 
[be pnrſu*d by Law and Spight, 
s Thieves -and Robbers are ! 


'Cro$&y © 


WED 
CANT. V. 8.” 


I charge you, O drghr of EET if 1e-Þ 
fn] mY belowed, that ye tell him, that 1 - = 
" of love. | 


HYMN 88. 


common People: of. the City, _F| 

From great Ones I Addreſs to you : 
The Prieſts and Rulers have no pity ; 
They ſerve my Lord unkindly too. 

If you, or any of you be | 
Engag'd in this deſign with' me, 
To ſeek a Jefus, (you may. find him ;) | F| 
Not I that did fo little mind him. | 


,""—WRz 


Then: tell him, tell him, I am fick "MW: 1 
With Love, and longing for his Preſence: 
b ;T ell him, my Zeal is burning quick; + Þ *\ 
| "Tell him he is my All, my Eflence. 
-> Itall the World were Gold, and mine, nn 


Xe give it all for one ſiveer ſinile : 
- . Eould Sufferings ferch him back, Vde beap 
MRS be 'very Pains of Hell a while. 
—dEBafe's a Death, unleſs my Lord, 
Y © Will ſhew himſelf again to me. 

My 1 Death were Life, would. he accord 
To lead me where | might him ſee. 


Since 


- 
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thou can't hide thy ſelf from me, 

Where I may ſeek-and never find thee; 
But I can't hide my ſelf from thee : ._ . 
Sweet Jeſus ſeek me, till thou find me, 


—_—_ 


'F vs a PAST 


CANT. V. 9. 


= is thy beloved more than anot her beloved, 
tO thou faireſt among Women? what « thy- 
beloved more than another beloved, that 64 


deft ſo charge ws * 
HYMN 39. 


*2zF! 
4 Ss 17 
- 

Pp 
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AAireſt of Women, tell us, who 
-& This thy Beloved i is, 
| For whom thou makeſt this xdo, ' « 
” By ſucha charge as this. 
:What is his Name ? what is his Fame ?: 
Pray let us underſtand ? 
We'l ſeek him too, if all be true, . 
- And ſeek him our of hand. 
/# There is beloved Health and Wealth, 
F There are beloved Pleaſures, 
-- There are beloved Friends and Ends, 
F. Thereare beloved Treafures. ' 
” There a beloved Temple. ſtands , 
A. lovely Structure *tis : 


_ { 110 J bu 
"There are beloved means of Grace: 
Tell which of theſe it is : 
-O what is thy Beloved, thar 
- Nothing but him can pleaſe thee ! 
- And what are theſe complaints, ye Saint, * 
Thar none but he can eaſe ye? 
© Are you of men the only wiſe? 
Muſt Wiſdom dye with you? 
Diſcover thy Beloved Prize, 
And tell us whiat, and who. 


Lott p 
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CANT, V. 10. 
My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefeft' 


among ten. thouſand. 


* HYMN go. 


" = F _— 
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I * dry bottomleſs Abyſs of Love! - - 
[ O help me now to ſet thee forth. 
Give Inſpirations from above, 
 Andlet me ſtammer out thy-worth. 
> Look how well temper'd white and red, 
Sets out the beauty of the-Face! 
_ Inhim all beanty'iſits enthron'd,; 
& And all PerfeCtions take their place. 
"White asthe-Light ; and God is Light ; 
* , This Tincture ſpeaks him perfe ow 


a”. 7 pbk ; 
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( 111) 
"Tres, as was Adams Earth; it ſpeaks * . 
” Manhood, in which that abode. 

But White and Ruddy, both in one, * 
Speaks him a Perſon, God and Man: 
'T The white, the badg of Innocence , 
Never was black, nor never can. 
Tut red as blood, and red with blood, 
Drawn by the ſins that we lay in. 
The white breathes Joy & Peace to Saints, 
The Red breathes blood to ſinful men. 
"This is the Man whoſe abſence kills me ; 
Chiefeſt of thouſands he's to me : 
This is the man whoſe preſence fills me : 
O! could I meet him! where is he? 


- 
- l 
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CANT. V; Il. 43 
Hu head i as the moſt fine Gold — | 


HYMN gr. 


'TT15S Head the ſeat of Wiſdom is, 
| Moſt lovely to behold : 
- His Underſtanding infinite, 
Shines like the pureſt Gold. 
This head vf his is lifted up 
Above the ſtarry Skies, 
When all his Ef mie; t.eads lye low”, 
Shall fink, and never riſe, 


®. 


AN 


Heis the head of all his Saints- 


For I have loſt my God, my King; 


( 112) 


By way of Eminence, | 
More worth than all their body is, & 
As Gold to ſingle-pence. 
He is the Churches head, from whence, - H 
By way of- Influence, 
As from a Spring of Life they have H 
Their motion, ſtrength, and ſenſe. 
The head of Powers, which he rules n: 
V 
Y 
C 
1 
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By Scepter and his Rod : 
O what a glorions head hath he! 
 'The head of Chriſt is God ! 
Wonder not at me then, if 1 
Complain as almoſt dead : 


ah 


* 
—— 


O, I have loſt my Head ! | | 
| 


CANT.V. 11. 


n—_— Hi locks are buſhy, and black ny | 
Raven. 


HYMN 92. -; 


H' S locks (not worn for Pride, 
Nor yet to ſet out ſin; 

Nor yet to vaunt a ſwelling Tide 

Ot naughtineſs within } 8 


—_—. . Ci) 
Fpeak him a Nazarite ; | 
+ No Razor ſhaves his Head, 
Serving the Lord with all his might: 
A Separate indeed. 
His vow of ſeparation 
Layes ſtrongeſt bonds upon him ; 
* He ſhall be. call'd a Nazarite, 
5 His locks ſhall well become him : 
His locks are curPd and black, 
+ The vigour of his ſtrength 
| Will make his Enemies go to wrack, 
And quell his Foes at length. 
| You glory in your Hair, 
|, Thecurlings of your Treſfles; 
Come lay aſide your filthy Pride, 
_ And to him make Addreſfles. 
This is the man I want; 
- F This Perſon | muſt have: 
©, I muſt quickly find him out, 
Or I muſt find my.Grave. 


( 114 ) 
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j | ] | T 
| CANT. V. 12. 
His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers | 
of waters, waſhed with milk, and futly ſet. |}, 
HYMN 93. | H 


| _ tell you farther, That if ſuch [ 
A A Perſon you ſhall ſee, ? | 
Whoſe eyes like Doves are waſht with milk . .. 
”. _And water; This is He. | 
| 


. Hehathakilling eye, will pierce 

» Through Adamantine Ears, 

And wound a Rock but: with a look, 17Þ 1 

And melt it into Tears. " 2 
- Eyes that are clear, and fitly ſer,. [+ ( 

; Thar can ſee all things paſt, | 
 Andall things preſent, and to come, 

As longastime ſhall laſt : 

- "Whoſe eyes are purely chaſt: That never- 

' Open'dtoletinſin; . 

- That never did the leaſt endeavour 

To take foul objetts in. 

- If ſucha one you meet, whoſe eyes 

 Likeflamesandlampsof fire 

-- Strike dead, and yet give Life ; that do 

Confound, yet ſtir defire. Ke 

is. 


| 


; , C115) © 
" This is the man I ſeek ; a man 
All-ſeeing, and All-Eye; 
Tell him, if ſuch a one you meet, 
”Tis for his Love I dye. 


— - —_ — 
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© - CANT. V., 13. 
Hw cheeks are as a bed of ſpices, as ſweet | A 


flowers : hs lips like lilies dropping fweet- 
ſmellin} myrrh. | 


HYMN g4 


| 


TT1S cheeks two fragrant beauties are, 
Whoſe Odoriferous ſmell 


Like beds of ſpices freſh and rare, 


So ſweet no tongue can tell. 
Orlike the richeſt flow'rs in Moy, 
"Whoſe ſcent perfumes the Air ; 
Whoſe colours beautifie the day, 
And all mens wonder are. 
His lips are lily-white, and fair, 
The products of them ſweet ; 


_ HisCotnnſels, Kiſſes, Comforts, Calls, 


All Cordials in them meet. 
The man that ſpake as no man ſpake, 
Each word an Oracle; 
The man that ſpake, and never hath. 
. Tranſgreſt a ſyllable. 


Your. 


- a I 6 We 
Your Popes and Counctils all have err'd, 
Thoſe glittering trifles all; 
- But my Beloved's lipsne're mov'd 
| Afniſs, nor never ſhall. 
* Thisis the man my Soul ſeeks ; oh! 
That I covld ſee that Face ! 
Them Ruby Cheeks and Lips again, 
In ſome due time and place ! 


CANT. V. 14. 


His hands are as gold-rings ſet with the beryl: 
by belly x as bright Ioory overlaid with 
ſaphares. 


HYMN gs. 


And all the Hoaſts therein : 
t made the Sun, the Moon, the Stars, 

And you and me, and men. 
And when the work was ſpoiled quite, 
” And overturn'd by fin: 
- Theſe hands of his went freſh to work, 
* And made all up agen: 
His Belly, where his Bowels dwell, 
| Are working out our aid; 
Like Treaſures in an lvory box, 

- With Saphires overlaid. 


, MH. that have: made the Heay”ns alf, | 


Yearns 
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1 (117) 
Yearns to diſtreſſed Souls, that be ; 
His heart within himroles: 
He mindeth not his own concerns, eq 
But ſinners caſe condoles. { 
| "Twas Bowels naiPd him to the Croſs, 
*T was Bowels made him dye ; 
4 Twas Bowels ſet his Blood abroach 
For ſuch a one.-as 1. 
He pities all the World, and all 
His ſuffering Saints: But he 
Had no Compaſſion for himſelf: 
O, hath he none for me ! 


E:.-- ak re 
CANT. V. 15. 


| = ar6 > 7 anc of marble, ſet upon ſockers p 
ne fo 


ww 


HY MN 96. 


H* Legs like marble pillars, ſet 

On Sockets of the fineſt Gold : 

' The manIſeek, and can't forget, 

Bears up himſelf, and all the World, 

Upon the baſis of his ſtrength, | 

Supported are all things that be: (length ? 3 

Their heights & depths, their breadth and © 

Who Heaven and Earth ſuſtains, that "_ 
$ 


ES 
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His People and their Graces ſtand, 
Not on their own Legs, but on his: 
More firm than ever Adam did, 
That walk'd the rounds of Paradice. 
Thoſe little Pillars ſoon let fall, 
What was intruſted to their pow'r: 
But on this Marble pillar ſhall 
His Saints be kept till their laſt hour. 
Fehovab Shaddai, 1s bis name; 
The ſtrong and mighty God is he ; 
' There is no Tongue can ſpeak his fame, 
The beſt but Hp his dignity. 
This is my well beloved one; 
In all the World there's not the like: 
This is the man for whom alone , 
I am in this diſtreſſed plight. 


a—_—_— — 


CANS. Y.-16, 


— Hw countenance is as Lebanon, exceBent as 


the Cedars. 
HYMN gz. 


Is Countenance, who looks upon it, 
Takes proſpect of fair Lebanon. 
The objects were preſented from it, 
Dazled the Eyes of lookers on. 


The 


ww 
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' The various lofty Cedars there, 


+ And ſeveral forts of other Trees. 


5 The Aromatick Fruits, there, were 
Graceful and grateful to the Eyes : 
| Yetnothing like the proſpe&t which 

His ſhining Countenance ſends forth: 

So fair, ſo beautiful, ſo rich: . 

O, how ſhall I advance his worth ? 
Othat I could but ſee that-face, 

That once ſo ſtrongly drew my heart! 

O that I could enjoy that place, 

That once I had beyond deſert ! 
But L have loſt him, he is gone, + (tears: 
| Which makes my Eyes run down with 

. Icannot findhim; left alone, | 

I'm almoſt drown'd in doubts and fears. 
| Yetthis le ſay, Ifeel his band, 
Altho I cannot ſee his face, 
And in his Preſence ſti!11 ſtand, 
And he ſupports me wittrhis Grace. 


( 120 ) 


"CANT. V. 16. 

His mouth s moſt (weet : gee , he u altogethqþ 
lovely This is my beloved, and this is mb 
fiend ,.O ye dauphters of Feruſalem. 


'H:Y MN 98. 


T HE gracious words that drop 
_ From his ſweet Mouth, fo free ; 
are {weeter.than the ſweets, that top, 
- Sweetnels it ſelf to me. 
In ſhort, thisis the man, !:;1' 
-185He's: altogether love, 
And altogether lovely; can - C 
You find me ſuch a Dove ? EA 
You Daughters; this:is he: FE 
T 
T 


This my -Beloved 1s : 1. 
No tongue can teach, no Language can 

Expreſs that love of his. | 
The drops that fills the Seas, | 

Go count them one by one, 


Then joyn the number, if you pleaſe, -C 
Of Stars, till there be none. | 
To theſe the Sands, the Hairs, | Ar 


. All ch? objects of the ſight; 
4  Hyperbolize Immenſity, 
” And run to Infinite, 


_- : 4s \s 4 
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' This my beloved is : 

# He is the Total Sum | 
"Of all perfettion ; and the*Bliſs. , 

Of all thar to him come. 


—— 


© Finis Cap. s. Laus Deo. 


F CANT. VL r. 
; FE nhicher is thy beloved gone , O thou faireſt 


among women ? whither 1s thy —_ ved 1urms 


ed aſide ? that we may ſeek him with thee? 


HYMN 9gg.. 


| Gone character, ase're we heard ! 
But is he ſo indeed ? 
We'l ſeek him too, if this be true, 
We! ſeek him with all ſpeed. 
, | This is the Man that onely can 
Put all things out of doubt: 
| That will be Joy, and Heavn to ns, 
| If we can find him out : - 2 
- Come then and let's together ſeek ling > >, 1 
| As.hangry men their food. | 
And ifit be our Bliſs to-meet him, - , 
Hel be our chiefeſt good. 
Ohow our hearts are ſet on fire ! 
Pray help us ſeek him too; 


ed 


T 122) 
'O how we burn with hot deſire ! 
We'l ſeek as wellas you: 
My ſoul ! deſires get deſires, 
| As Bellows blow the Flame ; F 
-AsT have ſeen, where wood is green 'M 
' And Coals to Billets came. = 
*Tis all the glory Mortals can, 
Bring to the bleſſed Jeſus, 
To others to commend his Name, | 
Whoſe matchleſs worth will pleaſe us. 


— | 'v 
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Another to the Tune of Pfal. 50. 


TS this the Chriſt—— The lover of thy ſoul ? 
Is this the Bleſt—— Whoſe loſs thou doſt candole?? 
Theſe praiſes high — Have ſer our hearts on ire;} 
Ler us come nigh —— We burn with hot defire. be | 
We'l ſeek himroo —— We know not where to-mend 
We'l go with you —— If you'l ſo far befriend us. 
'O happy day -——— Thar ere we met with you, 
To lead the way — If what you ſpeak be true: 
This is the man——— If we can find him out, bk” 
That only can —— Pur all things out of doubt: *W] 
'O, this is he —— — Whom if we find, we fnlF 
A'l things that be <— And can enrich the mind. | _ * 


My Soul! 'tis good — Deſires ger defires ; | An 
'Tis others food —— As fire kindles fires: "_ 
Thus havel ſeen The Bellows raiſe a flame, Þ Co 


When wood wasgreen-And Coals to Billets came. 
"Tis all the giory—— Poor Worms can bring #0 F 
(Jeſus, (pleaſe ws, Ol 
The marchleſs worth maj 
CANT. 


To lay before ye 
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CANT. VI. 2. 


877 beloved us gone down into his garden, to 
* the beds of ſpices, to feed in the garden, and 
fo one lilies. 


HYMN 1oo, 


FAOme then, and let us go 

4 Into his Gardens, where 

x The Sp ices ſmell, and Lilies grow. 

"And we ſhall find him there. 

| Þ where fruitful People meet, 
As Lily-roots : abound : 

In Beds all plac'd, and Spices fiveet, 

re he is to be found. ih 
e he may feaſt himſelf ; - 

"With moſt Divine delight, - 

And have the ſiweeteſt taſts of love ; 

| Where Saints meet in his ſight, 

f Saks holineſs abounds, 

- And Where his Spirit breathes, . 

" And where his Fathers Praiſes ſounds ; . 
With theſe his Life he leads. 

Come then, and let us go, 
And leave theſe barren Fields! 

For here's no Flow'r, no Fruit, and ſo. 
Nothing true Pleaſure yeilds. 

G 2 The 
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The Worlds a barren Heath ; 
'The Church his Garden is, 
And all his Saints are all his Plants ; 
_. His Preſence is their bliſs. 4L 


CANT. VI. 3. 


I am my beloveds, and my beloved i mine: be | 
i feedeth among the lilies. 


HY M 'N-10or. 


FJ What a mercy ?tis, that I 
Deſerted thus, ſhould feel a glance 
F Of love dart from his pleaſing eye, 
E ; Thus wounded by deſertions lance ! 
*- .Pve loſthim; yetl find aray, 
* _ *:Thatdrives myfrightand fears away : 
'Howere, | pine in bitterneſs ; 
Pm ſure he's mine, and | am his. 
Thus have l ſeen a ſudden ray , 
Diſpel the Clouds and gild the day. 
Under Vine-leaves a cluſter hid, 
And faith ttiat canall fears outbid. 
How brightis Faithin Bridal-robe, 
A Whoſe language is, My Lord, my God! 
.My Chrift, whom I Monopolize, 
- And can him call my only prize ! 


- —— 
_— 
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ad SIT, 

"F There is in that ſame pronoun 4, 

'Þ *A choice and ſweet Divinity. 2 

What isa glorious God to me , 

- If 1 can't lay my claim to thee? 

Lfay, be's mine, and. | am his , 
And. humbly ſeal it with a kiſs : 
Angels, is Heaven for none but you 2 
O! this to me 1s Heaven too. 


\ 


6 
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Another to the . Tune of Plal. 50. 


Boy me my God--What beam-of Heaven is this? ' 


- 


- + D Difplay'dabroad--The day deſertion is: 

loſt my Love And yet I find a ray, 

Dart from above —. That drives my frights away. 

Tm ſure he's mine —— 1 am ſure Lam his: | 

Howe're I pine And mourn in Bitterneſs, 

Thus have I ſeen-———The Sun by ſudden ray ; : 

* Theclouds contema— And ſhine and gild the day. 

F There is a cluſter -— Under the Vine-leaves hid, , 

When fairh ſhall muſter-And falſe fears out-bid. 

| How bright is Faith — When in the Bridal-robe, 

'F- A full blown Faith — Whoſe Language is, My God. 

Wy Chriſt is all Whom I Monopolize, 

+ And can him call My Love, my only Prize, 

And fay, I now — — He's mine, and Iam his : 

| And in it grow Seal'd with a holy kiſs. 
"Angels admire —— Is Heaven for none but you ? 

' Let me aſpire —— —— ©, this is Heaven too! - © 


- 
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: 
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CANT. VL 4 ” 


Thou art beautiful , my love, as Tirzah : as | 
comely as Feruſalem: terrible as an arm | © 


[" 


with banners. 


HYMN 102 


TH now unvail my ſelf, 
Ple cloud my love no longer, 
Ple now appear to quench your thirſt, 
© And farisfie your hunger. 
I love thoſe holy Fires, 
Thar kept themſelves alive; 
When almoſt drowr'd with Seas of Tears; | 
Thy Graces yet did chrive. 
Thouart allfair, my Love ; 
Thou art ſo very comely : 
Thou art to me ſo beautiful, 
- __ Thatl admire thee only. 
_- Like Tirzab's famous Cine , 
Where Kings did keep their Courts, 
Or like that fair Feruſalem, 
Whoſe ſtrong impregnant forts ; 
Whoſe terror {trick their foes, 
Made then to fly-the place : 
Such is thy Valour, O my Love, 
Such "Thunder in thy Face. 


OS _ _—_ 
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\ Pom * Hell, the World and F! ell, 
-7 he Devil, Death and Sin : 
Funder thy Hand do trembling ſtand, 
F Such terrors are they in. *-þ 
ar. Iewas my ſtrength, not thine, | 4 
- That bare ſo dark a teſt : 
Tlie ſtrength is mine, by which thou ſhalt- 
* Soon vanquitlh all the reſt. 


#S* 


_ —— 


| Azother to the Tune of Pſa). 104. 


Hon art fair, my Love, 
Thou art very comely, 
\ Thou art beautiful; 
[ I admire thee only. 
Tirzab's famous City, 
Where Kings kept their Courts, 
Makes me think on thee, 
Whoſe impregnant forts 
Terror- ſtrike thy Foes, 
Conquer all that come ; 
' With thy Swords and Shields, 
Battering Hell and Rome. 
World, Fleſh, Devil, and 
Sin, Death; trembling ſtand: 
Nothing ſtands before 
.Thy Victorious hand. 
G 4, 
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Thy Arms Armies are, 
Thy Faith a ſharp Spear. 
All thy Graces are 
Swords to make them fear : 
Such art thou, my Love, 
Vith thee is my ſtrength: 
- Arm'd by me, thou fhatkt 
Conquer all at length. 
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CANT. VI. 5. 


evercome him 
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HY MN 102. 


$ Ne, turn away thine eyes from me, 
For they do overcome me. 


- - Turn them, O turn them from me. 
* *Tis not thy fleſhly Eyes, my Dear, 

= For they are my diſgulit : 

- No better they then filthy Styes , 

- And Caterers for Luſt. 

Bur *ris thoſe inward Eyes that pierce me z 
"Thoſe ſouly beams of Light, 

© Thar ſearching eye of ſtrong Deſire, 
- Thatfound me in the Night. 
That 


4 £ 
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Turn away thine eyes from me, for they blave 


Thy piercing Eye-beams wound my heart; | : 


4 | ( 129-) 
That ſhot its rays about the dark, 
T And ſparkled all with Fire: 
* And that ſame Eye of Faith it was 
+ The life of that deſire, 
 $ That was fo reſtleſs, till it found 
Its truly long'd-for Jeſu ; 
{ And was well-nigh in ſorrow drown'd, - 
Till I had ſaid, Vle eaſe you. 
* Eyes that were turned unto me, 
When I was turned from thee, 
> Have made me fear the letting out - 
| Of too much Love upon thee. 


+ Another to the Tane of Pla". 854. - 


Urn away thine eyes, 
| They do overcome me: 
F Beauty in them lyes, 
Matchleſs ; turn them from m2.. 
© Eyes are tempring things, 
Mortals find them {oz 
Eyes have conquer'd Kings, 
} - Brought their Scegters low. 
Tis not fleſhly Eyes } 
'Fhey are my diſguſt: 
They are ſint..! Styes, . 
They are darts of Luft. 2 
: G 5 Tuat at 
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” That Eyeof Deſire, 
- .. That did find me ont: 
And ſparkling with fire, 
- © Shot its rays abour. 
Reſtleſs, rill it found 
4 Its beloved Jeſu, * 
= -And in Sorrow drown'd, 
> THIfaid, Fle eaſe you. 
That ſame Eye of Faith , 
| Whoſe+brigtt darts could kil 
All that Sorrow, faith, 
Hopeleſs truſting ſtil. 
Fyes that turned to me, 
When I turn'd away : 
©, theſe eyes undo me, 
* Conquering get the day. 
I fear, O my Saints, 
I ſhould Love too much : . 
My heart ſtrongly pants ; 
Loye to you 1s ſuch. 
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* _ The emblem of that Loyalty, 
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CANT. VI. 5. | 
—Thy hair i a fleck' of goats that appear from.: J 


mount Gilead. 


HY M N.:1044 


 T Ow I will praiſe her for -her hair; 
The modeſt covering of her head ; , 


"That in ſubjeCtion's hand is lead. 

Her hairs like Counters; caſt the ſum, . 
Numberleis numbers of her ſins, 
And-having waſht my feet with tears,., 
With hairs to wipe them ſhe begins. 

The Goats on Gi/eads mountains bear - 
Along and ſoft, and. uſeful hair : 

But no ſuch Hair as hers, whoſe trefles-: 
Adorns her face. with- pleaſing drefles. . 
Wo to the Crown of Pride, whoſe hairy - . 
Whoſe long and buſhy Locks declare - 
A bruitiſh Cuſtom every where, 

And only uſed for a Snare. 

The long hair'd Gallants of theſe times, 
Wear Horſes mains on humane Faces : :.. : 
Turn men to Monſters, and the works; 3 
Ot God and Nature much diſgraces. \ 1 

God-:? 


OS *r 3% IH 
'N God i ina buſh did-once appear , 

*_ »Brrrinctheir buſh hath never been : 
They?! never leave til] Satan come 
And thru aÞburning Candte in. 
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Another to the Tune:of iPſal. 11 1. 


He coverirg of her head, 
ich which ſhe is beited. 
Her hair, the'embleme is 
'Of lovely Loyalty ; 
*SubjeRion ander me : 
'© what an honour 'tis'! 1 
With theſe ſhe cafts the ſums , | ] 


:As well it her becomes, 
The number of her-fins;; 
\ "And having waſh't my ſeet, 
-» VVith hair, a Towel meet, ? 
* » To wipe them ſhe begins. | 
'VVoto the Crown of Pride, | 1 
'Vho to her Sins befide , 
Hatk added every where, 
*Snch loathſome heads of hair, 
= UsJ only for a Snare, x 
bk To thoſe that fooliſh are: 
” har marty Hoffes *mains, 1 
”  To\lumanc Heads ; uvhoſe' gas 
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F* They muſt receive in Hell 
© ©$od in a Buſh was ſeen, 
| But never hath he been, 
* VVherethis proud Buſh doth dwell. 


__ 


PER — —_ — 


| ; 4 A N Fo VI. 6. 
| Thy teeth areas n flock of ſheep, which goeth 


up from the waſhing, whereo every one bear- 
| <th twins, and there 15 nct one barren among © 
them. C 
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HYMN 1os. 


4 And will repeat again: 
Think not, that Fle abate my Love, 
Diſtaſted at thy.fin. 
Thoſe teeth are waſht and double fer, 
They eat my Fleſh and Blood : 
Tam thy ſpiritnal food of Life, 
| am thy chiefeſt good. 
Thy grinders are thy Faith in me,, 
Thy Faith a ſtomach hath. q 
©, bow l love to ſee thee feed ! . 
How lovely is thy Faith ? 4 
Vie waſh thy teeth in Milk, and be 
A. Breatt, a Fealt, a. Tab, 


| | M Spouſe, Tle add, to praiſe. thee more, 


' 


_ e134) 
 ASaviour to thyFaith and Thee : 
'Fear not, for I amrable. 
Yle make thy Faith bring forthher fin Ftp 
As twinning. Sheep their young : - 
" Ple water both the ſtem and roots, 
And then le freely-come : 
Ile come with joy and great delight, 
To ſee my Flocks a feeding , 
As Shepherds uſe; Ple bleſs my ſight, 
To ſee my Sheep a breeding. 
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Another to the Tune of Pal. 111, 


FF e praiſe my Church yet more, 
To what 1 ſaid before ; ' 
| will repeat again, "y 
She ſhall nor think that 1, | 
Cauſe ſhewas faulty, fly, 
Or in AﬀeCtion wane. | 
Her teeth wherewith ſhe chews | 
Her food, that Life renews, j 
Are waſht and double ſer; =: 
I am her ſpiritual food, | : 
lam her chiefeſt good : 
Fle never her torget. | 
Her grinders are her Faith, MW 
Her Faith a ſtomack hath,, 


Wa | 
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F To feed upon my Fleſtr; 
"F The waſhing is my blood: 
- F Ple cleanſe her in that flood, 
F” And ſo her ſon! refreſh. 
* Her-Faith is fruitful coo, 
Mote then falſe faith can do, 
- Or barren doubts and fears: 4 
F Sheeats my Fleſh, and drinks 1 
* My Blood, and no man thinks E 
VVhat love)y Fruit ſhe bears. 


— OO O—_ 


CANT. VI. 7.- 


As a piece of a pomegranate are thy temples 
T within thy locks. 


8 H'Y MN 106. 


FT FAve you not been, where you have ſeen 
EL The red and bluſhing Pomgranate, | 
All overſpread with Roſy-red, 
| As natures bounty did create? 
j Her Face a Virgins bluſh adorns, 
Spread with all ruby baſhfulneſs: 
| - A Face of Braſs ſhe highly ſcorns, 
But comelineſs commends her dreſs. 
| . No criſp profanes her modeſt hair; 
- Content with Natures Ornament. 
"hs. She S 
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_ As Natures bounty did create ? ? 


(136 F 
She ſcorns to go a bare; 
Or give to Pride a' foeliſh vent. 
*Tis Nature, not baſe Art adorns her: 


No Hypocrite in Face or Heart ; &.- 


A painted piece, Religion ſcorns her:;. 
The Hypocrite and: God muſt part. 
She bluſherh, *cauſe ſhe cannot bluſh ; 
" And fears, becauſe ſhe-tears no more:: 
Senſe of her Sin doth always fluſh 
Her modeſt:Face, and grieve her ſore. 
'My Soul! this Conſternation due, 
Becomes the holy Virgin-Bride.; 
_ Of that ſame bleeding Lover,who 
For thy Salvation .gladly dy'd. 


| 
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Ave you not been where you have ſeen, . 
The red and bluſhing Pomegranate, 
All overſpread with Roſy-red., 


Thy Cheeks and Temples, O my Sronk, 
Modeſty crowns, and ſo thy Brows : 
Thy Face a Virgin-bluſh adorns 


Spread with a ruby baſhfulneſs ; | 
» ÞA face of Braſs thou highly ſ{corns, . 
Bux comelineſs.commends thy dreſs. 1 
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 F Thy Guilt and Sin in which'to blame, © 
T - As with a Pencil paints thy ſhame. 
- F No Criſp prophanes thy modeſt hair ; 
F Content with Natures Ornament ; 
4 Thou ſcorr'it to go prophanely bare, 
'Or give to pride a fooliſh vent : | 
*Tis Nature, not baſe Art adorns thee: 
| A painted piece , Religion ſcorns thee. 

4 My Soul this conſternation due 

* Becomes the holy Virgin-Bride, 

- Of that ſame bleeding Lover who, 

*For thy Salvation gladly dy'd. 

"Bold ſteps in Sin, let me nat trace ; 

But guilcy, hide my bluſhing Face. 
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1 CANT. VI. 8& 


There are threeſcore queens, and fourſcore conet- | 
bines, and virgins without number. * 
| Verſ. 9g. My dove, my undefiled is but one: ſhe 
- ts the onely one of her mother, ſhe is the chaice J 
one of her that bare her. > 2 


HYMN I 07. 


| T Am no Bigamiſt, 
| £ 1 haveno Concubines, 

{ It's onely one Church 1 admit 3 
| Qne Child; 1 have no Twins: 


— 


"E138 | 
Church is-more. to me, 
And fo ſhe ever ſhall, 
Than all things in the world that be, 
Could 1 prevail at all. 
- Could 1 but gain her Love, 
> * My heart would Captive be, 
> And all my: Pains, would be my BANS, 
My. Croſs;my Melodie. 
' Letthere be Threeſcore Queens, 
And Fourſcore Concubimes, 
And Virgins numberle(s, that catch. 
Fools in their ſnaring} gins. 
> My Loved is but one, 
L That oneis more than they : 
” Thereis more worth in her alone : 
The Sus *tis makes it day, 
Away falſe Beauties all, 
My loved one, is One; 
I love but one, and ſhe ſhall call- 
Her ſelf,,my.Spoule. alone. 
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p Y Church is more to me than all 
1 The things that are, or ever ſhall : 
3 My heart'sa Captive to her Love, 

F me held in theſe defir'd chains; 
-Asrecompenc'd for all my pains; 

+ Conld I but her Aﬀections-move. 
F Let there be Threeſcore Queens in Thrones; 
 F And Fonrſcore Concubines at once, * 
- And Virgins numberleſs alſo, 
"This one of mine outſhines the Day, 
*$heis but one, yet more than they ; 
{ Andmore to me, as Angels knovy. 
7 Thus ſeveral Members in one Man; 
| Epitomiz'd into a ſpan, 
+ Concenter till to make him one : 
Thus Seas have many Rivers, yet 
| All theſe in the ſame Ocean mer, 
| Makeup butone Reception: 
| Soismy- undefiled Love, 
| Kingdoms her greater Members prove, 
And lefſer Churches are her parts; 

| Ahd every Saint a Member is : 

"And they are many, yet all this 
7 =F but one Center-neſt of hearts. | 
CANT. 


( 140) | 


CANT. VI. 9. 


The Daughters ſaw ber, and bleſſed her 3 yea, y 


the queens and the concubines, and they prat- | 


* ſed her. 
HYMN 1cs: 


Ow lovely are my precious Saints. 
in others Eyes, as well as mine ! 

Let Baalam ſpeak : or elſe let thoſe 
That never found her yet Divine ! 
"T'is eafie ro commend the way : 

No man can ſpeak againſt the Truth ; 

The natural Conſcience hath aray:  / 

But happy he, the Chaſe purſu'th : 


-*Tis hard to yield the heart: but why [oe 


Should not the heart be yielded ? when 
The way of Saints, the beſt of ways, 
And they are ſure the beſt of Men. 
And why not yield the heart? when as 
The God of Saints, the beſt of Gods, 
And his Love 1s rhe beſt of Loves, 
And their Loves are the beſt, by odds? - 
Come all ye Angels of the Heavens, | 


Come all the World, Ple joyn with you: | 


"Come help me Love, my-loved Prize: 
I love her; do. you. Love her too. _ 
iff 


- 
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Let Queens admire their own deſires: 
And Concubines their luſtful fires : 

| Ple love my own, and onely Love, 

2,.Þ + And nothing ſhall my Heart remove, 


See 


Another to the Tune of Plal. 113. 


+ MAPHe people ſaw her ſparkling Rays, 
T And did npon her Beauty gaze, 
 - Andcall'd my *Ctrurch a blefled one: 
- And Queeus and Concubines, whoſe hearts 
" Had never felt what love impatts, 
Yet ſpake her commendation. 

Thus Baalam cry'd, How comely are 
| Thy Tents, O 174e/? how fair ? 
Yet had no heart to yield the fort. 
1 Tis eaſie to commend the way ; 

The natural conſcience hath a ray : 

But O! 'tis hard to yeild the hearr. 

And why not yeild 'the heart now? VVhen 
| My Saints are ſurethe'beſt of men ; 
| And this their way the beſt of ways. 
{| Their God the beſt of gods, and when 
* | Their VVork the beſt of works, and then 
'  Thebeſtof Joys forendleſs days? 
' Let Queens admire their own defires, 
* | And Concubines their luſtful fires, | 

And 


( 142) | 
And Virgins dote on whom they pleaſe, | 

Fle love my .own-and. only Love, 

'And nothing! ſhall my heart remove ; 

'Tis thine my Dove, ' here take the Keys, ; 


EE — 


_ CANT. VL. 10, 
Whos ſhe that looketh forth as the marning, 


fair as the moon, clear as the (un, terrible 
as an army with banners? 


HYMN $09: 


Elcome the time, that brings the news, 

Of the Returning of the Fews: | 
Whoſe Kings are all in Armour dreſt, | 
And Sons foes are diſpolleſt, 1 
A new created people, .which "i 


Unlookrt-for, ſhall the World enrich, | A 

And give my Foes a final fall, Ur 

And make the Nations tremble all. | 
This/is the lovely Morning-light, T 


That breaks out 'of a darkſome Night; | Tl 
A And gradually advenceth forth , 


Like to the Sun's reſplendent worth. * Fir 
Heirs of the Promiſe, tho kept out ; Th 
Whoſe are the Covenants, no doubt, 
Tho long ſequeſtred for their ſin, ! He 
And ſad the caſe that they were in. Wl 


Lo, 


(1143 ) 
'F Lo, now the Morning twilight dawns, 
FF Andthey come marching o're the lawns. 
Equip't for blood, like men of 'War ; 
Their ſleeping Souls awak'ned'are. 

4 ©, what a glorious fight is this ! 
"  O whata heart-rejoicing *tis ! 

4 That thoſe that at a diſtance-ſtood ; 
F Return the purchaſe of my blood! 
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4 \JEws from the Confines of the Eſp, 
= There Kings im Armour all are dreſt, 
To make the Nations tremble all. 

4 A new created People, which 

Urſlook for, ſhall the World enrich , 

© . And give my Foes a final fall. 

[This is a lovely Morning-light, 

- | That breaksout of a darkfome Night, 

| - And gradually advanceth forth : 

} Firſt, as the Moonin dusky fair, 

; Then as the Sun with light moſt clear : 
Who's this ? and what her ſplendent worth? 
{ Heirs of the Promiſe, tho keept out ; 
Whoſe are the Covenants , no doubt, 


Tho 


— 


( 144 ) 
Tho long ſequeſtred for their ſin. 
Lo, now the Morning twilight dawns, 
Andthey come marching o're the lawns, 
From out the Dungeons they were in. 
O ! what a glorious ſight-is this? 
O ! what a heart-rejoicing *tis, | 
That now the purchaſe of my Blood, ' 
In all my Saints compleated is, 
And Fews and Gentiles coaleſce, 
That heretofore at diſtance ſtogd ! 


CANT. VL 1. 


I went down into the Garden of Nuts, to ſee 
the fruits of the Valley, and to ſee whether 
the Vine flouriſhed, and the Pomegranate 
budded. 


HYMN 110. 


Ouſe thee, O T7rael, | 

_ Child of the Valley, where, 

Put from the preſence of the mate ; 
Sad thy rejettings were. 

O thou haſt been to me, 
Garden of Nuts: fo hard, 

tc dry, ſuch husky Shells ; from thee 
All comforts were debar'd. 


There 


( 145 ) 


" There was a Kernal, but 


There was no coming at it ; 
By unbelief thou wert, as if 
For thy deſtruction fatted. 
At laſt I heard in thee, 
A ratling of the bones , 
As if they would together come ; 
And real fighs and groans. 
I will go down and ſee 
Whether the Vines are good, 


And Grapes abound, and give us hopes, 


And the Pomegranates bud. 
If ſo, the work 1s done; 
Thy Foes are put to flight : 


To Rocks and Mountains they ſhall run, 


For ſhelter, if they might, 


hs... 
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Iſrael, 
Child of the Valley, where 
No Tongue can tell, 
What's thy afflicted ſtate, 
Sequeſtred from 
The preſence of thy Mate; 
Whoſe doom was juſt, 
For caſting off my fear, 
And me ſo ſoon, 
Hence thy —_— were, 


Thou 


k a Mod 


'*Thou'ſt been to me, 
|  Gardenof Nuts ſo hard, 
'So: dry, ſuch Husks, 
 Could'ſt not be opened : 
Kernel there was, 
But none upon it fed : 


- Thy unbelief 


Did thy return retard ; 
And lighting me, 

Thy Prayer was not heard. 
Ar laſt, I hear 
A ratling of the Bones , 
As if they'd come 

Together ſuddenly : 
Thy God will come, 

And ſee how all things lye: 
Is it a thing 
" That's real ? Are there groans, 
And tears, and fruits, 

And ſupplications ? 
O, doth the Vine 

Flouriſh! the Grapes abound , 
And give us hopes ! 

Do the Pomegrantes bud ? 
Hath God inſpir'd 

Their hearts with real good ? 
Thy God will come, 

If theſe be in thee found, 
'And lead thee forth; 
VVith ſafety thee ſurround. 
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| Or ever I was aware, my ſoul made me like 
' the chariots of Amminadib. 


HYMN: 111, 


4 c 


ION awake! the day is come; 
MJ Rouſe as a Lion from thy den: | 
Th' alarm ſounds, that ne're did yet 

' My Spirit is up. Awaken then: 

ÞF You Angels get your Chariots ready, 
Prepare you for this long*d-for day : 
Haſt, haſt, come, I am dreſt already ; 
My SouPs a wing, I cannot ſtay. 

Amminadihs Chariots drove faſt ; 
But never drove fo faſt as mine : 
Amminadib was not in ſuch haſt, 
Nor flew fo faſt on wings of time. 

A willing God, a willing People, 
Both hot upon the ſame deſign ; 
They*r both agreed; there's not a ſcruple, 
To interpoſe to while off time. 

Our Hearts are ſwifter than our Charets ; 
We'l both conſpire from our places: 
Thow' here, ard I from lofty Garrets, 

: We'l lift this World from of its baſis, 

"* H 2 My J 
| wo. % 
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(148) LY 
My Soul admire! what haſt he ſpeeds, © k LY 
+ Tofetch his Captives out of thrall? _ : 
With winged flames to help their needs Þ wW 
That pickled lay in Salt and Gall. * 
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Ouſe! there is life , 
The long'd-for day is come: 
Th* Alarm ſounds, 

Where it ne're ſounded yet: 
Their hearts have ears, 

They*r peirced to the quick. 
Ple-now go down , 

And do what's to be done; 
My heart's on hire ; 

Fle be their Light and Sun. 
You bleſled An- | 

gels, get you Chariots. ready: | 
My Royal Spirit 
Is up, I muſt away: | 


My Soul is all- 
A-wing, | cannot ſtay. : 
Amminaaib , 
That drove ſo. faſt and ſteddy, 
Had not my haſt : 
Come, 1 amdreſt already. 


( 149') 


$ 
os God, 
Ay willing People met, 
With reſolu- 
) FT tions ſtronger than the-Charets : 
'$ 4 They from below , 
F 1 from my lofty Garrets: 
4 0, what a great 
\Day? s this, When in a net, 
This wicked World , 
My Foes, are all. beſet 1 
ly Soul admire! 
| With what a haſt he ſpeeds, 
ſo fetch his Poor, 
| His Captivcs out of thrall, 
This many years, 
- Pickled in Salt and Gall? 
comes amain ; 
And drives his fiery Steeds, 
FLike winged flames, 
To help them at their needs. 
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CANT. VI 13. » 
kk 


Return, return, O Shulamite ; return, return, | 
that we may look upon thee : what will vn} 
ſee in the Shulamite ? as is were the company | — 
of 1w# armies. '4 


HYMN 112. 


20 junapani} 


Eturn, return, O Shulame; 
| Return, return - to me : 
\ Thy God would bring thee back again; 
* Mcſſiab waits for-thee. | 
*F will be the Nations wonder, when 
The Pow'r of this Command . 
Shall knit thy Sinews, giving Life 
And Vigor to thy hand. 
This voice, Return, ſhall rouſe thee up 
From dead ſleep thou art under, 
- And Spirit thy benummed Limbs : | I 
*Tis like the voice of thunder, 
Wake, Judah, gird thy Harneſs on: 
Wake to the Battel now : | 
Wake Iſrae/, joyn thy forces\with 
E Thy ſiſter 7#dahs bow. - \ * 
;- 'Two Armies, like two floods Shall twiſt 
Ther ftreams of fire together , , 
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And drink the finful Nations up ,: 
= And make their Glory wither, - 
Proud BaHel! now ſhall tumble down; \. 
F And all her Kings ſhall fall: 
I'Now Antichriſt -hath run her race :; - 
Y - Shall be no more at all. . 


I 
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Erurn, return, : 
*O Shulamite, return; *. 
F Return thou Daugh- 
ter of fair Sion hill: 
F O; how-l long! ' 
 My'Sonl is fainting till 
Thy. God ſhall bring . 
Thee back, and make thee burn - 
| With love to thy | 
1  Meſſahb dear, and mourn. 
Return, return , | 

And make the Nations wonder : 
| Now ſhalt thou feel 

The Pow'r of this command : 
Ple give it force, 

Thon ſhalt it not withſtand : 
"Ne ſpirit that word 

With life, and make it thunce:, 
And wake thee from 
That dead ſleep thou art under. 
H 4 Vake 
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Wake Judah, wake, 
And girt thy Harneſs on : 


Wake 1/4], wake, 


VVake to the Battel now : 
Ple give the VVorld * 

To thee, thy armies too, 
Shall drink the ſin- 

ful Nations up, and come 
And build their Trophies. 

$z0ns mount upon. 
Now is the time, 

Ten ſhall a thouſand chace : 
Proud Babel! now | 

Shall tumble down before ye: 
Ple make her ſtoop, 

And all her Kings adore ye. 
Now Antichriſt, 

Thov'ſ run thy curſed race; 
Now ]J/rael, 

Strike home, and take their place, 


e 
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CANT.VIL r. 


beautiful are thy feet with ſhoes, O prin- 
'ces daughter ! the joynts of thy hight are 
* like jewels, the work of the hands of a cun- | 


"FF ning workman. 
HYMN 112. 


me Princes Daughter, come, 
; Born of the Royal Blood : 
F My Father is thy Father, whom - 
* To ſexves thy chiefeſt good. - 
F ike thy feet are ſhod- 
With preparation for- 
A'ſweet returning+to-thy God'; - 
- Whom once-thou didſt abhor. 
Jow welcome are-thy- goings? : 
How beaurifal thy feer? - , 
Theſe buds that bloſſom from thy doings; - 
To me- are-dearly ſweet. 
here's not a ſtep thou takeſt, | 
 Towards-thy Meſſiah dear ; - 
me-drops.a . Jewel to enrich 
The. World-both far and near.: 
wels are not fo rich, 
As ſteps that Retrograde: 
T4 H 5 
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---t is enough to raiſe a pitch 

- Of Love I never had. 
Pride not thy ſelf for this; 
Let me have all the praiſe, 

Who to thy ſteps did ſtrength confer, 
And did this Building raiſe. 
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k ome Daughter, born:of Royal blood, 
b The King of Heav'n thy Father is; 
He now awakes thee with 'a kits : M 
' "The day is come, fo long withſtood, IP 
Thou art to him ſo dear, % 
| Thou never needeſt fear, 1/22 
1 ſee thy welcome feet are ſhod, | | 
” With preparation fromabove: _. 
 "Thouthar didſt hate, begin'&to Love, ' |: - 
A ſweet returning to-thy God. 
How welcome are thy goings? 
How welcome. are thy doings ? 
The buds that bloſſom from thy feet ; 
'The'very Bones that turn and-move ; 
In th* hollow of thy Thighs | love: 
All theſe to me are rarely fweet. 
Jewels are not ſo rare, 
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' Pride not thy ſelf, give God the Praiſe, 

That is the great Arrtificer, 

| Did to thy ſteps this ſtrength confer, 

| And did this hopeful Building raiſe. 

| To him thou ow'ſt thy birth, 

And more than thou arr worth. 


— 


| CANT. VII 2. 


Thy navel i like a round Goblet, which want- . 
eth not liquor : thy belly i like an beap of » 
_ wheat, ſet about with lilies. 


HYMN 114. 


Ow 1 wilfte!l the World the wonder : 
' A barren.Church grows fruitful ; ſhe: 
* From whom in many hundred years,  - 

I had no Children.born to me. - 

Her Navel like a fountain filPd, 

Held Gobletrs of infuſed Grace : 

Her pregnant Belly breeds a ſtock ; —4 
-Like heaps of Wheat her number was. + * * 
| Nations are born at once; they flock. -: 
To her as Doves to Windows get. 

This is a Harveſt to the Lord, . 
Exceeding what he ere had yet. | 
When thoufands could Converſion: Mie 
From ſome one Sermons powerfulwort : - . 


” "4 
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- "This done in Siors infa nt-ſtate, | 

"What will her manhood then afford ? © * 
Go Gentiles, go, your caſe condole, Ye 
©. A thouſand Sermons, ſcarce one Sou], +A 
* "Thy-Teachers fiſh, and nothing catch; 'T 
They knock, but who lifts up the latch ? T 
But le unite you unto thoſe , | 
Shall *creaſe your numbers as their own : 
They ſhall be drops where Water flows, [1 
Or grains in heaps of Wheat become. 
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Owl will tell the World a wonder, 
The barren Church grows fruitful: ſhe - 
. From whom for many hundr@&d years, 
\ Thad noChildren born to me: 
But now ſhe fertile grows; 
Her numbers no man knows. 1 
Nations are born at once : they flock 
* To her, as Doves to windows, get : 
 HerPregnant Belly bears a ſtock, 
. For numbers: Ike the grains of Wheat : 
And theſe like Lilies white , | . 
 -» Are pure in my ſight. 
* This is a Harveſt to the Lord ; 
Beyond itſelf in Infant-ſtate, , ks 
When thouſands could converſion date, 
-- From ſome one Sermons powerful wore. | 
| 0 


-- | ( If7 Y 
 Thoſince none ſuch hath been; 
Ple make it ſo agen: 
'You Gentiles go, your caſe condole: 
F A thouſand Sermons, ſcarce a Sou) : 
'Thy Teachers fiſh, and nothing catch : 
"They knock, but none lifts-up the Latch : 
| | Ne fertile mercies broach 
And take away Reproach. 
{ 1 will unite you unto. thoſe, 
Shall *creaſe your numbers as their own: 
They ſhall like drops, where water flows, 
Or grains in heaps of Wheat become ; 
| A Joyful day to-Sion-: 
A Pillow ſoft to lye on: 


CANT. VII. 3. 


Thy two breaſts are like two young roes that 
are twms. : m__ 


HYMN 115: 


Hy breaſts thall give their milk toKings, 2 
And Princes be nurs'd.up by thee : ; 


Tyrants ! there ſhall be no ſuch things: +» _ 
= By Thine ſhalt Kingdoms ruled be. 
Thy Nobles ſhall the Scepters ſway, 


TheCrownsand Thronesſhall all be theirs. 
| + ; Thoſe : 


- 


| (158) 
Thoſe that will not thy feed obey, 
Shall rue the day in Blood and Tears : 
When I the Tyrants cauſe to ceaſe 
This ſhall produce a world of .peace : 
No more ſhall men for fearing God 
Taft the Red-Dragons ſmarting Rod : 
Salvation ſhall for Bulwarks ſtand, 
And Walls of Fire about thy place: : 
And God at.all times near at hand, 
Shall ſafe-ProteCt thy bleſſed race. 
Thy Breaſts ſhall nurſe up Rulers; fo 
Paſtors according to my heart 
Shall be fo well infpir'd and fit, : 
That Souls they ſhall by ſhoals convert: - 
* And with this holy Seed thou ſhalt 
», —Allunder the broad Heavens fill : 
” "Thou ſhalt Jehovah's praiſe exalt, 
And live according to his will. 


i 
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x * And Princes be nurs'd np by thee : 
 *"T'yrants ! there ſhall be no ſuch things: 

By thine ſhall Kingdoms ruled be. 

O what @ bliſs is this, __ ; 
The World af quiet is. 7 


: 
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ly Breafts ſhall give their milk to Kings, +, { 
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{Thy Nobles fhall thy-Scepters ſway, 
T The Crowns and Thrones ſhall all be theirs; 
| Thoſe that will not thy Seed obey | 
\| Shall rune the day in blood and tears. 
O what a bliſs is this ! | 

The world at quiet is. 
| When 1 the Tyrants caufe to ceaſe' 
This ſhall produce a world of peace: 
No more ſhall men for ſerving God, 
Taſt the Red-Dragons ſmarting Rod: 
O what a bliſs is this! : 
The world at quiet is. 
Thy Breaſts ſhall nurſe up Rulers: fo 
- | Paſtors acoording to my heart, 
| $Shallbefo well inſpird, and fit, © 
i; That Souls they fhall' by Shoals Convert: 
| © whata-blis is this? 
The world at quiet ts. 
And with this holy Seed thon fhakt, 
All under the broad Heavens fill, 
Thon ſhalt Jehovah's praiſe exalr, 
| And live according to his will: 
O whit a bliſs is this? 
The world at quiet is. 
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CANT. VIL 4. 
Thy Neck us as a Tower of Ivory: 
HYMN 116. 


Hy Neck, O Sion,.is a Tower 
Of whiteſt, Ivory.: 
No more to bear the pinching Yoak. 
Of force and Tyranny. 


* The lrons. of Unſcripture modes, \ 
- And auk Impoſed Forms, | 
- No more ſhall gall thy fleſh, and-Soul,. {| 
 Ple- free thee from thoſe ſtorms. 
* * The Idols now betake themſelves - 1 
> To Cliftsof craggy Rocks. 
» Thy God is rifen : light-is come: \ 
* And-ſpight's a Paradox-- | 44 
{- Ariſe and ſhine: O Siondreſs thee : f 
- Itisa pleafantday, W 
And I thy God am come to bleſs thee: © 
Send all thy fearfaway.. =O 
© letthy Stately Neck bear up: = 


> Thy Head advance it higher ; 
Now all thy Yoaks are burſt and burnt; 
] Put on thy beſt Attire. 

* - Admit my eaſfie Yoak, and think 
> Thy ff a free-man there 


Chain'd: | 


124 ( 161 3. | | Bs 
'FChain'd to-my Laws, my Saints and-me- * 
'F Thy Neck receives no ſcar: | r 
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CANT. VIE + 


w—Thine Eyes are like the fiſh-pools in Heſhbon, * 
by the gate of Bath-rabbim : — | 


HYMN 117: 


bn _— 


Ater thy Plants, Feruſalem : 
Salvation's at the door. 

| Unſeal thy latent Fountains : weep 

1 Till thou canſt weep no more. 

Time was, when as of fence-bereft a 
Thon couldſt not -broach'a-tear;, 

But now the hardned Rocks are cleft, 

and waters guſhing there. 

Thine Eyes like Hesbons Fiſh-pools ſtand - 
VVithin Beth-rabbims gate, | 

"That moiſtens the adjacent Land : 

 Anddoth it fruitful make: 

$ | love to ſee that pierced heart, 

»$ That pierced me and mine : 

F The tears that waſh my wounded feet, 

F To me are*drops of VVine. 2 

F #0ou'ſt wept enough : now weep no- More, © _ * 

F But go rejoycing on: Fe 'N 
- | Te 


Yn 
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COS. all ho fears _ cares, -: 
And bid them all be gone. 


=” 
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The Sinners heart, and mine: * 
Tho Sin be great, the Mercy-ſeat . 
Shall care that heart of thine. 


Repentance breaks two: hearts at once ; 


CANT. VII. 4. 


looketh rayard Damaſcus. 
ute) Scans - 


How ' joy 46 ſee, - 

Damaſcus brought to me : 

- The perſecuting Nations all, . 
With Son thall - (dh 

- To ſee fair Lef 


>. _ 


| In peace each. other brook. 

;  Damaſcys, and the Mount, 

'- Shall reach their hands, -and joyn ; 

The Lion with the lye down, 
In this great day of thine. 

"Thy Noſe ſhall ſinell a ſweet 
\O—_ from Pagan Lands , 


| Thy no of « as the tower of Labanon, which |, 


Her ſtately 
. Towards her, agreat foe Darwoſeus, and { 


| 


And 
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F and breath a4 welcome Air, to greet-- 
Their reconciled bands. 


| Þ and would the Churches now, 


Their breaches ſeek to clofe : 

de haſt'and: come, and quickly turn - 
The heart of all their foes. 

Would Saints unite yet more, 
And all their fires cover : 

Ide make their Enemies yield themſelves, 
And bring Damaſcus over. 


Nb ———— D—— 


CANT. VIl 5. 


 Thine bead wpon thee ss like Carmel, and the _ 
 Þair of thine head like purple —— 


HY MN 219. 


Repleat with lighe, as that with flowers: 
Erects it felf, and doth ſurmgunt 
Above all human earthly Powers; 


] As Carmel did o*re-top the Hills, 


And far tranſcend their excellence : 


The Glory of my Sion fills | 
The World , and takes pre-eminence. 


| The mountain of the Lordg-great houſe , 


= Abnye the tops of Mountains roſe : 


F: " . "Tis 
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Hy head like Carmel: crimſon mount, » _ 
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Tis now fulfill'd: O Carme roufe, 
Exalt thy ſelf above thy foes. 
Lift up thy head Feruſalem, 
Pve made thee Lord of all the Earth: 
Thy: Scepter's in the hand of them 
> "That are men of Renown and: Worth.: #Þ 
And as thy hair upon thy head , 
In numerous Unites overſpread : 
So ſhall thy Purple Judges fill + 
With righteous Laws,the World half dead. 
— For Muninment and Ornament, [ 
--Hair4s the-Glory of the Head : $ | 
So ſhall thy wholſome Edicts ſpread; 
And Juſtice be in Triumph led. 
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- Ike Carmel: crimſon mount, 
Such js my Church to me: 

> My Sion, 1 account 

Above all things that be: 

I will her praiſe | 


Above the Moon , 
The Stars, the Sun, 
Her honour raiſe, 
Thy head doth raiſe its top, 
Above all” humane Powers: 


/ l 
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\'F Their Boughs Vle.have thee lop, 
+ :And pull down all their Towers: *—- 
| And then ſhall we 
Rejoyce to ſee , 
Fair -Carmel be , 
In:high degree. 
| The-Mountain of the choufe 
|. Of God, ſhall top the hills : 
T And S:ox:thall advance 
*;Her rod againſt their. wills. 
-. «Great Son ſhall 
43 By force of Arms, 
| .And milder charms, 
O're top them all. 
© Thy Purple Judges ſhall - 
- | Like hair in Unites ſpread : 
\ Send forth ſuch Laws that aſl 
The People ſhall be glad : 
Then ſhall they praiſe, 
And lively fing : 
For Sons King, 
Their Voices raiſe, 
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CANT. VIL. 5. 
w— Thy king is held in the galleries. 


HYMN 120. 


my 
' & 


' A Wake, OS»: riſe and ſhine, "( 
Put thy beſt Garment on : 
| Thoall the World *gainſt thee combine, 
Thy King comes marching on. 1 
Lift up thine Eyes, behold thoſe Clouds, 
Thoſe lofty Galleries : 
There he Eres his Throne, and makes 
His Glory fill the Skies. 
There ſhalt thou look on him, whoſe heart 
Was pierced by thy fin, 
And thon ſhalt mourn to ſee thoſe wounds, 
And yet rejoyce therein, 
There never was ſo great a day; 
Sion thy King doth come , 
And in theſe Galleries makes a ſtay, 
Till thy great” Work be done. 
O rend the Heavens, Lord, and come 
Thou down for Sions cauſe: 
Deliver thine from Sin and Rome , 
And all her Popiſh Laws: 
And make thy People once agen, 
The great Ho/annal ling , 
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And Spirit every ſort' of men, 
To Worſhip Sons King. 
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Sion" riſe and ſhine, 
Put thy beſt Garments on, 
Tho- all the World combine ; 
. Thy King comes marching on: 1 
Behold thoſe Clouds, I 
His Perſon lies 
In Galleries, _ 
And there he ſhrouds. 
+ | Now ſhalt thou on him look , 
Was'peirced by thy Sin, 
s | When thee he once forſook, 
* | Cauſe thou forſookeſt him : 
Now ſhalt thou mourn , 6 WH 
And yet rejoice, $ 
With Heart and Voice, 
Thy God is come. 
There never was a day, 
$ welcome to the Saints , 
As when he comes away , 
To make up all their wants. 
O rend the Skies: 
O come away, 
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Make_.no delay , 
Poor Son cries. 
Hoſamna then we'l ſing z 

And Hal/el:1jih too: 
"We'l Worſhiſhip Sos Ring, 
We'l praile him all anew, 
In Heaven! fo 
Thy Kingdom come, 
Thy will be done, 
In Earth below. 


8 CANT. VI. 6. 


for delights! 
 __HY MN 1:71. 


Theſe Galleries are to me a Throne: 
Ple get me here a new renown: 
Into new Heavens I am come. 
Ye bleſſed Angels, gird your ſelves, 


Your trumpets ſound & ſhake the ground; 
Let you and l rejoice together, | 
Fle ſee my new created Bride, 
Ple let out all my hearts delight, 


How fair and how pleaſant art thow, O love | 


Don't repent my coming down ; | 


> 


; 
, 


To wait my royal motions thither: - | 
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TC 169 » | 
* PTle put down all her ſinful Pride, 
And Pride my ſelf in her bleſt- ſight, 
And, O! how fair, how pleaſant are 
Thoſe ſweet delights I now ſhall take ! _ - 
| New Earth, new Heavens, all things new, .; 
Theſe ſhall. new Loves in me create, "4 
| Come then, beloved Sior, come, F: 
Be not afraid; no diſtance can 
Foment a jealouſie: There's none 
| Shall love thee more than God and Man. * 
\ O, letthy thirſty craving heart, | 
Imbibe and drink me fully down : E 
My Graces ſhall their good impart, 7: 
My merits give thee ys renown. - 3 
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| Come, and don't repent, 
Into another Throne: 
To Sion am I ſent, 
To her I love alone: 
. _ . No labour loſt, 
| . To come and ſee, 
d; | Beloved ſhe, 
8 My heart loves moſt. 
\ | Ye blelled Angels come , 
And wait my Royal motions: 


£ 
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*T'will 
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"7 will be your honour; come, 
*I will give you new promotions. 
3 - You Angels blow, 
C- . Your trumpets ſound, 
| For I have found, - 
A Heayv'n below. 
How fair and pleaſant are 
Thoſe ſweet delights 1 take ? 
New Heav'ns! new Earth! and thoſe 
New Loves ime create, 
Let me prefer , | 
- My long'd-for Bride , | 
And let me Pride T 
þ 
1 


& 


My ſelf in her. 
O, let thy thirſty heart, 
My Soul ! imbibe him down q | 
And never from him part: 2 
*T'is his and thy renown. | 
There's none that can, | R 


- 


Ere be fo dear , 
Or come ſo near, 


As God and Man. | 


CANT. VI. 7. 


mh thy ſtature u like to a Palm-tree, and thy 
breaſts to cluſters of the Grapes. 


HYMN mz. 


 CUION, thou art a Palm, | 
- 1J) Under great preſſures growing : 
. F. Thy branches, the great Enſigns are 
| Of Victory overflowing. 
| The more the weights were hung 
On every tender Bough : | 
'The ſtraighter, upright, every branch 
Doth towards Heaven grow. 
+ Ride 'on  triumphantly , 
'F And make thy Charets fly : - 
| Thy Martial word is Victory ; 
Ride on vicoriouſly. | 
| The Branches of the Palm, 4 
Shall Crown thy glorious Head: J 
\ Thon ſhalt enjoy a bleſſed calm , 
- Thine Enemies all are fled. 
| Thy well-grown Breaſts are full , 

As cluſters filPd with Wine , 
To nouriſh all thy Children ſmall , 
And make them all Divine, 
i 2 Now 


T1 
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” , Now Sim bleſs thy King, 


Whoſe conduct doth the work, 
And down ſhall all his En'mies bring, 
The Devil, Pope and Turk. 


Another tothe Tune of Pal. 147. 


WH thou art Acer 
Under great Preſſures gro 
Whoſe Branches, wm, : 
Of Victory overflowing. 
Triumphantly, 
Thy Charet ſhall 
Ride over all 
Victoriouſly. . 
The more their weights were hung 
On every tender Bough : 
The ftraighter, upright, thou 
Doſt toward Heaven grow. 
Thy Martial-word 
Is Victory : - 
Thy Foes ſhall fly 
Before thy Sword. 
The Branches of the Palm, 
Shall Crown thy glorious Head : 
Thou ſhalt enjoy a calm: 
Thine Enemies all are fled. 
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Then thale thou ſay, 
To Sions King , 
' low this thing, 
F To get the day. 
Thy welcome Breaſts are full, 
4 ls Uuſters flPd with Wine, 
To nouriſh: great and ſmall, 
ind make them all Divine: 
Now march, O Sion, 
© The Praiſes 'ſi ing, 
| Of thy great King, 
And Fudah's: Lion. 


\. - 


CANT. VIL 8. 
| 


I ſaid, T will go up to the Palm-tree, 7 Till 

* take bold of thc Boughs thereof: maw alſo thy 
Breaſts ſhall be as Cluſters of the Vine., and - 
the / ell of thy noſe like Apples. 


HY. M N 122. a 3» 


| 


IT is a pleaſant ſight ro ſee, R 
: The Nations flocking in: i 
Doves unto the Windows flee, "4 
© Repenting of their ſin. + 6 2-8 
þ take hold of thee , [faith'one; 
Iy let me be thy Brother. 
beay 1 2 Give 
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* Give medne Cluſter of thy Grapes, 
> -One Apple, faith another. 

» Beat up thy Drums for Volunteers, 


Setup thy Standart, Sn ! 
- Tobring the Kings, and all their Peers, . 
4 To worſhip Fudab's Lion. 
Thy Enemies now ſhall bow to thee, F 
And ſuck thy Breaſts their fill, 

And ſhall be ſatisf'd to ſee 

- Fair Sons raiſed Hill. 

O Il, bud and bloſſom out, 

_ And fill the World with fruit: 

Let the Expence be what it will, 
Thy God will thee recruit. 

Thy ſmell is ſiveet to all that come, 
. Their ſmell is ſweet to thee: 
* All Noftrils filld with ſweet perfume! 
--  Oblefſedday toſee, 
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OW they begin to love, 

That hated thee before : 

The Kings and Pow'rs above, | 

ſhaſl thee adore:. - $.* 

O bleſſed ſight! | | | 
/ 


to ſee them flock . 

- With all their ſtock, 

To Sins light. 1 
Give | 
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ire me a Bough, faith one, 
fer me be thy Brother : 
WGive me one Cluſter more ; 
One Apple, faith another. 
+ Beat up the Drums, 
Thy Noble Peers , 
Are Volunteers, 
Where $10» comes. 
I Thine Enemies now ſhall bow, 
'4And ſuck thy Breaſts their fill 
| And fatisfied now, 
-FShall ſee thy raiſed Hill : 
F Then ſhall they fing, 
 Halelujah, 
F Halelyjab , | 
- To Sioms King. 
Bloſſom, O Iſrael, 
Fand fill the World with frnit: 
"FCome, what Expences will, 
} Ne always thee recruit : 
_-- Come ſing this Song, 
4 Theday is ours, '\ 
| Againſt the Powers 
That rag'd fo long. 
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CANT. VII. 9. 


' And the oo of thy mouth like the beſt wine, 
* for my beloved, that goeth down ſweetly , 
cauſing rhe lips of thoſe that are aſleep, to 
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HYMN 124. 


A Wake, O Sim»! ope thy Month, 

- \ \Wideas then cank, fror 1 milll fifflirt- 

- _"Comeanddrink downmy Spirit of Truth; 

{Upon thy heart Vie largely ſpill it. 4 

> Tle pour it out as ſweeteſt Wine, 

- As once of old I did-at fieſt: 

-  Brimful Ple fill that heart of thine, : 

- Comedrink it down, and flake thy thirſt: | 

- Theſe liberal draughts ſhall make thee ſpeak, 

- Andutter ſuch tranſcendent matter , 

-Into the Mouths of men aſleep, - 

 -Thatthey ſhall wake, and they ſhallutter. | 

- Tay dead ſhall live, and thoſe that lay | 

- Securely ſleeping in their fin, 1 

Shall now awake, and weep away, | 
; 


> The woful caſe that they were in. 

> No more ſhall men complain their hearts , 
Like ſtrait neckt Veſlels take in little : # 
They | 
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"© They cannot ſpeak what Grace imparts, & 

f . And for a great ſum yield a little. {9 
 Enlargements now ſhall ſpeak the praiſe 

Of S70ns King,. where C're we come : 

And thoſe that, had not words to ſay, 

' For Chriſt before, now praiſe him home. 


rs 
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Wake, O Son | ope =" Mouth, (Truth, 
Come and drink down my. Spirit of 

| Open thy Mouth wide as thou canſt : 
+ Let it crave what it can, 1'le fill it: 

My Holy Spirit, Ile largly ſpill it, 

Ls fully anſwer all chy wants. 

pour my y_w out like Wine; 

| Te th brim, Vle fill that beart of thine, 

| As once of old, I did at firſt: 

- | TheſeliberalDrau ghts ſhall make cheeſpeak, 

| And pow'rfully thy Silence break: 

. Come drink it down, and flake thy thirſt. 
{ Now ſhalt thou my high Praiſes utter, - 
| And our with ſuch tranſcendent matter, 

| Into the Mouths of men aſleep, 
| That they ſhall wake. Thy cead ſhall live, 

And joyning with thee, Praiſes give 
| To God and me.; Tharklgivings keep. 
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Ratio men complaintheir hearts: - 
- Carve utter what free Grace imparts. 

Like ftrait neckt Veſſels take in lictle: 

* Enlargements ſhall be common now, 

* And fill your Souls you know not how , 
And makeyou full chat have been ickle, 
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CANT. VIL 10. 


Tammy beloveds, and his deſire is towards me. 
HYMN 125. 


:FOn glorious Angels, ſoundyour Trumps, 

= KL This is the Wedding-day : 

= * King Jeſus and his Saints agree, = 

= Loves to cach other pay. 

Give me thy heart,: ſaith he, my Son, » 
And for that Heart of thine; [ be 

” Leſt thou ſhouldſt wanta heart, I'le come, 

And freely give thee mine. 

> -Now view-the Smiles that Crown the Face v 

"Of this exalted Bride: 

_ That now's about to take her place 

By her Beloveds ſide. 

» Renowned ;Jefus! Art thon mine ? : UT 
Since *ris thine own defire : | 

.'To thee my ſelf I now reſign: 
My heart is all on fire, 


EC. * - 
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Wich flames of Love, to theo my (King 3 "il 
Tis Heay'nto me, "thy nn tolee; 

- Pm thine, and thou art- mine. 

FE May this days love more ſtable prove, - 
F ' Than Hills and-Monntains ſtrong ; 
"Let Jeſus Chriſt the ſabjeCt be, 

# Of myEternal Song. 


} 


CANT. VIL 11. 


Comme, my beloved, let us -go forth into- the 
Fields: let us lodg in the Villages, 


+ BY IE: 


TH: Marriage being agreed upon, 
Between the Bridegroom and'the Bride: 

When will this blefſed Jeſns:come, 

To tyethe knot that muſt be ty'd? 
; Wilt thou a publick Wedding make ? 

Inviting all the World unto it ? 

No, no! retirement we'l take; 

But Angels, none ſhall ſee us doit. + | 
' There are ſach perſons, and ſuch places, 
= From the Worlds eye obfecurely hid,” . 
” And there will-we exchange Embraces, 
> There ,..there will we be Marned.-- 
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48 | (180 )- 
- *Tis ſecret Paths, and private: Walks , 
” Knownto noneelſe but'thee and me: 
- . *Tis Cloſet-breathings, unheard talks; 
> "That knits the knot *tween me and. thee. 
= I would. not ſell-my ſecret Pray'rs | 
'* For mare. than thouſand pounds a year: | 
I would not loſe my ſtolen tears , ) 
For all the V Vorlds rich treaſure there. 
VVhen 1 lockt up from the VVorlds-eye, 
Am. all alone in Meditation : 
Be ſure my Chriſt is ſtanding by, 
And moſt at large in Revelation. 
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CANT, VII. 12. 


Let us get up early to the Vineyards, let ws ſee 
| if the Vine flouriſh, 2herher. the. tender Grapes. 
- ajfears and. the Promegranates byd. forth: - *Þ 
| 4 


cre will 1 grove thee my loves. 


I HYMN. 127. - 
J T HE Vines and tender Grapes, ; 
> JT And the Pomegranate buds: 

Thenew-born off-ſpring,, that are weak, 
” Burthortlywill be ſtuds,. 

© In ſight of theſe, my dear, 

> Pie ſhewmy love to thee: 


/ 
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is Children draw the Husbands love; 
% ”" Thus mine is drawn from me. 
"Come ſee, and-be the Bride 
Of this moſt glorious Groom, 
And lay your matters all aſide, 
And to the Wedding come. 
You new converted. are 
As much concern'd as I:. _ . 
Flouriſh and dreſs your ſelves, prepare, 
The Bridegroom draweth nigh. 
Take us, for we are thine, 
And are our own no longer : 
We wiſh our. ſelves were more Divine, 
' We wiſh our Love's were ſtronger. 
'Thine only Will we be , 
And thine Eternally : | | 
*ORule, and Teach, and Govern us, ..  - 2, © 
As well as faye , pray I.. oh 
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| CANT: VIE 13. 
Y The Mandrakes give a ſmell, and at our gates . 


are all manner of pleaſant fruits, new and 


old, which 1 have laid up for res, O my 
beloved. 


HYMN gs 


3 What a joyful-Spring is this! 
EC The Mandrakes -give their {me : 
- Thar lay all Winter baried in” - 
- The Earth, as in thar cell. 
* Sion Was dead; -bucis alive ; 
— The fweet-perfuryes of Grace 
- Begin to bleſs the World, and yield , 
Their ſents-im every place. 
"The Converts, both the new and old, 
> Are full of pleaſant Fruit : 
- And all laid up for thee, my Love, 
: To correſpond thy ſuit. 
Thus dosthe ſtreams their tribute pay 
©. To Seas from whence they ſpring : 
' Now ſhall both Males and Females ſay; 
 * Our Fraitto thee we bring. 
© How rich is Sion; King that day, 
When all his Saints ſhall woo him, 


i; 184 ) 
1d bring their Treafures, -and ſhall pay-- 
Themſelves atribute to-him ? --- - 
What joy , when buta ſingle Soul 

Is Married unto Jeſus ! 
But O, what Joy, when Nations ſhall! + _ ? 
| O, how that ſight will pleaſe us! "8 2 


ns AM nd — 


CANT, VIIL x. + 


0 that thou wert as my brother that ſuckt the 
; breaſt of my mother, then ſhould I find thee. 
without , I would. ki thee, yet I ſhould not -. 
be deſpiſed 


L HYMN 129.-. 


FErt'thon my brother, Lord, 

. - 1 conld believe thy love: Y 

Or hadſt thou ſuckt my Mothers Breaſts ;: 

I could my fears remove: 

And think, *ewere not below 

- Thy ſelf to make me thine: 

"Alas ! thou art too far above. 
This low eſtate of mine. 

Thou art a glorious Prince, 

- The Angels thee adore: 

pang [ the vileſt worm that lives: 

'This. makes the wonder. more. 


Wilt. 1 


Af 


4 * " ) 

'\ 1 be mean like me , 

V "And b © with Fleſh- poſleſt ; 

*>And fellow-man, and rother be, 
| d ſuck thy Mothers Breaſt ? - 
* YVe then! Ple kiſs thee now ; 
L$No more thy diſtance dread ; 

* Thus vail'd inFleſh, Ple dare approach, 
-. And own thee as my Head. 

Fleſh of my Fleſh, and Bone ; 
” OChrift, 1 ſee thou art: 
” Now Vle converſe with thee alone, 

And-thou ſhalt have-my hearr. 


” 


CANT. VII. 2. 


' I would lead thee, and bring thee into my Mo- 
thers houſe, who would inſtrutt me: Iwould 
cauſe thee. ta. drink of ſpiced wine of the juice 
of . my Pomegranate. 
»\. 
HY MN 130. 
Y Chriſt ! how welcome would I make - 
(thee, 

Wouldft thou but viſit where I dwell ! 
I and my Mother would embrace thee, . 
And Joy ta ſee thee at our Cell. 


= 8 


My- 


k 4 
VO PI F 


T * 43 > 

Ty: Mother would inſtruct me wheng | 

Her beſt and choiceſt Junkets lye :» *- 

* And 1 would entertain thee there, 

| As bleſt in thy ſweet company. 
Ide bring thee out my ſpiced Wine, 
Made of the Fuice of Pomegranate, 
And,thou ſhalt have this heart of” mines" 
Inflam'd with Love at higheſt rate, 
11 will thee feaſt with afl my beſt, 

And ſtrive attendance due to give: 

'Thot fhall have me; and all the reſt; 

Thy own, fo long; as we fhall live. 
I wilen!eavous, fuck a life 

Shall pleaſing betoding dif, 

And ſpeak thy Praiſe, till it ſhall raiſe 

- VVithin my-keart-an holy ne. - | 
Dnly he pleag'd to come, andiend;. 

Grace to this endeavour: 

ft by Ague-fits grow cold , 
Turn them into a burning Feyer. 


(186). 


—_ 


CAN T. VIII 3. 


. Hs ” hand ſhould be under my head, and his 
* * right hand ſhould embrace me. 


HYMN 1231, T; 


1 /FY work is great: O ſtay my head; 
4 Iniuſe that Wiſdom from above: 
* And let thy ſtrength my weakneſs wed, 
And with infirm'ry fall in Love. 
. My head is ſick, my heart is faint; .. \ 
Hi 
W 


As overpow'rd with my task : 

I thee with all my Grief acquant, 
And thy Aſſiſtance humbly ask. 
 Theleft and right hand of thy Pow'r; 
-. Outward and inward help muſt give: 


Thy arms about me in this hour, 0! 

* Embrace me muſt, and make me live. . 

O, my Redeemer, with thy Arms 'H 
Refreſh the heart of fainting me. 

= Let me experience thy Love-charms , T 
- . Till am more in love with thee. 

> Then ſhall my Charets run a pace; Di 


No rubs ſhall hinder their ſwift motion: 

The Wheels anointed with thy Grace, 

As Ships ride faſt upon the Ocean. un 
ag us 


4 ( 187) 

F Thus the warm hand on aking head ; 
And circling Arms about the-loyns , 

', Revives a man that lies half dead, 
And under difficulties pines. * 


CANT. VIII. 4. 


ye ſtir not up, nor awake my love until he 


pleaſe. 


HYMXMN 132, 


| Y King is gone to reſt, 
| And reſteth in his Love: 
FHath plac'd himſelf where he thought beft , 
And never will remove. 
What pity then it is, 
For us to break his eaſe ; 
or give the leaſt diſturbances, 
' Or wake him till he pleaſe. 
He only knows his time ; 
He knows his time to riſe : 
Then he'l awake and progreſs make 
To do his enterprize. 
Delays are dangerous 
To us, but not to him: 
He never ſtays, bur his delays 
- Have his Advances been. 


—_—_ 
DD — —c 


I charge you, O daughters of Feruſalem, that 


a 


FED \ CSE a k P. a 0 
Ss Ro _— 
p* "Pp 89 #) 


4 He cannot 'come- too ſoon ; 

-_ . He never ſtay'dtoo long: 

* To his bedſide your pray 'rs may come, 
 - With other Saintsalo 

4 With theſe ygu may ke him, \ 
> Whenſeeming faſt aſleep:: 

 Butif you ſhall by Sin forſake him , } 
O, this will wound him deep. 


— 


CANT. VUL 5. , 


N | Who « che has cum ths mildennt 


3 HY M N 133. : 


Pon the Wings of fame it flies , 
| To all the Nations round : 
| That God hath op'ned Fudah's eyes, 
And made his Grace abound. 
" Who's this ! and what a thing is this, | 
- That Fews of rude Behaviour; 

Should at the laſt Meſſiah taſt, \ 
23 And own him for their Saviour ? = 
* Thisnews awakens all the Earth , 
Sounds like the Voice of. Thunder : 
Ks ſuch a Sight before, 

r was ſuch a Wonder. 


© What Fudab turn! What 1/7047, b 
” 'Thatkill'd the Living Lord, = 
And baſely nail'd him to the Croſs : 's 
- -'The man which they abhorr'd ! 
What they return !. and all at once! 
They and their Children too ! 
4 And ſhall his imprecated Blood, 
A healing Vertue ſhew! 
O bleſſed day ! Febowab raife 
My heart to-praiſe thee more : 
Letall the Lands now clap their hands , 
And Sons King adore. 


Pp IN 


: CANT. VIIE Js 


—l raiſed thee up under the Apple-tree : there ; 
thy Mother brought thee forth, there ſhe 
brought thee forth that bare thee. E 


HYMN 134. 


I Saw thee in thy Fathers Loyns, 

And in thy Mothers Womb : 

When Eve, under the Apple-tree , 
Was working out thy Doom. 

[rais'd thee then, when thee 1 ſaw , 
Condemn'd by Adams fall: 

- Didit eat the-Fruit, as well as he, 

The Father of us all. 


( 190 ) 
The VVoman and her Seed was rais'd-, 
By th* VVoman.and her Seed: | 
Thus the fame hand that gave the wound, 
Did help in time of need. 
I ſaw thee, when I'dy*d upon 
The curſed Tree, the Croſs, - 
All in thy Blood, as well as 1, 
VVith all thy Sins in groſs. 
I rais'd thee then;.,my Blood cry'd , Live, 
To thoſe that made me dye: 
I built thee up a Tow'r of Love, 
Upon Mount Calvary. 
Keep humble then, oy Sion, and 
Think of thy Pedigree : 
Tho I exalt thee thus, don't thou 
Exalt thy felf, but me. 


—_ 


CANT. VIIL 6. 


Set me as a ſeal upon thine bear, as @ ſeal up- 
on thine arm 


HYMN 135. 


Y God! ſince I am liſted under 
So great a General as thee: ' 
Let me not fail to break in ſunder, 
The En'mies Force, what ere it be- 


Set 


= - ( 191) 
F Set me a Seal fipon thy heart, | 4 
- As did the great High-Prieſt of old : «4 
' On Judgment's Breſt-plate grave by art , 
© The Names of Tfaels Sons enroll'd. 
| Olet me lay my careful head , 
Upon that Pillow of thy Love: 
And feel my ſelf fo kindly led , 
Into thy very heart, my Dove. 
Set me a Seal upon thy Arm ; 
\ Upon thy mighty Shoulders bear me; 
And guide me thorow, that no harm, 
Or Cowardiſe may ever fear me. 
Let it be now, as whenof old, 
| on thy Palms engraven was: + 
VVhen thou didft all my walls uphold ; 
Again Lord, let it come. to paſs. 
Then will I ope the Silent doors , 
D, And make all Creatures give thee praiſe: 
The ſlumbring Earth, | the Seas that roars, 
Shall each contend thy Name to raiſe. 


CANT. 


-—). QANT. VAL-6 


——For Love s s ſtrong as death, Jealouſie i « | 
as cruel as the grave ——— 


HYMN 136. 


Oaſt of thy Triumphs, Death ! 
O Time advance thy VVings! 
Love bath as many killing Darts 
As thou haſt deadly Stings. 
When Chriſt ſhall Arm his Love, 
And gird his Bowels on : 
His En'mies ſhall before him fall , 
And Death it ſelf undone. 
Obſerve the World, and ſee 
What conqueſts Death hath made: 
How many Kings, and ſuch like things, 
In filent graves hath laid. 
Such Conqueſts in his Strength, 
King Jeſus will obtain : 
His Jealouſie will rage at length, 
Wb - - And he alone ſhall reign. 
I No ſtrength ſhall ſtand before him, 
.  NoAmmunition Force. 
Hel Slay the Kings'that wont adore him, 
And Love ſhall have its courſe. * bp: 1 
en 


< 192 1 

ÞF Then ſhall we be ar reſt, 
F- And Peace on every fe: 

T Vitorious Love will haveitſo, 
'} When he aflerts his Bride. 


: 


CANT. VIIL 6. 
The coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath 


a moſt wehement flame. 


HYMN 137. 


\ve you not ſeen the Deſolations 
That vet*ment Flames have made; 
What multitudes of Habitations, 
In duſt and rubbiſh laid? 
How fiercely without all reſpeCt, d 
To things or perſons had , I 
t quickly works its ſad effect, #-.2Þ 
' And makes 'mens caſes bad ? 
zus will the juſt revenging God, 
Before- him fend a Fire; 
ind-with a ſmarting burning Rog, 
{4 Our blood on them require. 
ow Fire tor Fire, Blood for Blood, y 
City for City , ſhall 
fir'd down ; he'l quench his Wrath 
In Blood, and make them fall. | 
K Now 


by 


my 


ſhenÞ 


+ A 


—Þ "Ic 294) 
b © Now Babels Towers all ſhall fall, 
._ Andall her Props come down: 
The bitter Cu ow: muſt drink up, 
And off muſt-come her Crown. | I 
_* My God make haſt, why: ſtay thy Wheels! TJ 
. - - Why ſtay thy Charets, Lord! | 
O, why ſo long, before thou come, H 
According to thy word ?. 


I_ 


L ——— 


CANT. VIII 7. Mt 


| Many waters cannot quench Love, neither can 
#þ Foy floods drown it 


'H.Y.M N 138. 


Aters that quench-the fire, can't 
Put out the Fire of: Love : 
*. Immortal Love nor drowns, -nor dies ; - 
| Its life is from above. | 
' His Love to his, 'will make'its way, 
To rid us out. of thrall : | 
There's none ſhall ſtand at that great day, 
— That don't before him fall. 
Be-wiſe.ye Princes of the Earth , 
And kiſs the Son of God : 
His Anger fumes, -who's he preſumes * 
To RIgE his Iron- aa ? x" 
His 


OHOS > = * 
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F His Love ſhall bring a flood of Fire, 
i Like Noahs Water-flood : 
| Topping the Monitains in his Ire, 
- Thar'cannot be withſtood. 
My Soul admires the Power of Love: 
Love's all, for Gods is Love : 
'His Foes, as ſoon may quench the Sun, 
As this vaſt Love remove. 
if one ſmall ſpark of Love in us, 
- | Can live in Waters deep: 
Much more his glorified Love, 

Alive in Seas will keep. 


wn 1— _ 


CANT. VIII. 7. 


—If a man would give. all the ſubſtance of 
his houſe for love, it would utterly be con- 
demned. 


HYMN 139. 


Hat is the price of Love, my King ? 
What thafj1 give thee fora ſpark? 

Will all my ſubſtance buy the thing ? 

Away fond Worm !_thou'rt in the dark. 

ove never yet was bought or ſold ; 
me all ye hungry thirſty Souls; 
eprice of Love is yet untold : 

Come without money, fifl your bouls. 


K 2 "Is 


HisÞ 


w < 196) \ | 
"Tis a miſtake, to think that Chrift, 
Did ever purchaſe Fathers Love: \ 
”>Twas Love, by which he did ſabfiſt ; 
* Twas Love thar brought him from above,  [, 
' Tho *mongf the Sonsof men, their Love 
Is bought-and ſold for worldly pelt: 1 
T 


"Yet never did thy God above 
Erect a Market for himſelf. 
' His love is free: come Souls,-and ſee 
How undeferv'd his kindneſs is, 
While Sinners, While ungodly, we 
Are call'd to take this Love of his. 
Nor can the Sinner at his need ; 
. Purchaſe this Love with all his Gold : 
Free Love, free Grace, is all we read : 
| Chriſts Love 1s neither bought nor ſold. 


 * CANT. ViIt. 8. 


{We have a little ſiſter, and ſhe hath no breaſts: 
what ſhall we do for our ſiſter in the day | 
.apben ſhe ſhall be ſpoken for? 


HYMN 140, 


; E have a little Siſter, Lord, 

| Thar hath no Breaſts, as yet ; 

'There is no place for means of Grace: 
.O do. not her forget. 


Thy þ 


| « (197 Y 
Thy Servants are: greatly athirft - 
"Thar joyful day to ſee: > . 
When thou the Cords and Yokes ſhall'burſt : . 
From her as well as we. 2 


* [What ſhall we do for thoſe that lye - 


In Natures dungeon till ! | 
When wilt thou ſpeak for them that dye- 
For want of Sons Hill! 
Thoſe that have neither Milk nor Breaſts," 
That ſtill lye weltring in 
The:Blood of angaeried State : 
O eall them out of Sin. 
Our Siſter hath a precious Soul / 
To-ſave, as well as we. 
ould all the. World were thine, and not 
ARebel we could ſee. 


+ DFfay thou to our Siſter, Come, 
'Leave Babel to her flames : 

Jet her not periſh in the doonr : 

Of Babe/s wretched names. 


9 Wo 3, X * 
2 C*% - pe 
_ 
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CANT. VII. g. 


"T © ſhe be a wall, we will build upon her a palace ' 
of filwver: and if ſhe be a door, we will in- 
cloſe ber with boards of Cedar. 


H'Y M N 141. 


HP welcome were that bleſſed news, | 
- To the whole Nation of the Fes, 


« 6 


When Elect Siſters ſhall rerurn ? Ley © 
When new-born hope, and panting ſtrength, + 
Tho but a little, comes at length; '4 

And hard and foft together mourn ? 
We?l blow the bloffoms : not a ſpark 
Or glance that twinkles in. the dark, 

But ſhall be rais'd anto-a flame. - »/ I 
Of every Wall, we'l make a: Tower, '; | 
Of every twig we*l make a Bower, Di 

And turn adrop into a rain. 

A filver Palace we will make her, 
In the day we undertake her ; 

With Cedar-boards we will encloſe her, 
And all the riches Love can find 
In her yaſt Stores, ſhall be reſign'd, 

To make her happy in the cloſure. 
Lord ſomething give to work upon 
( Creation! is thy work alone ) 


. 
— 


And 


ha. 


| 


o_ 
4. 


: : 
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F | And gladly we'l to them repair 1 
" F That lie in darkne&; great/and{(maſll;,” 
'F With Deaths black -ſhadowtcover'd' all 5 © 
_ And make them teem that barren were. 
e-{ Come then, you Nations, all you/Kings; © 
- | And Nobles, flock to. Sions wings; | 
'' There's healmg for your wounded hearts. 
 FAnd let the Wealth of Sins King”? © 
 $and fo your own advantage,” bring ©" ©!! 
Your Souls-to him from Satans darts.” 


« *5 


| _ - b 4 
, LS . 


I — TENG CANT. VIII. Ob 4 


YWas a heap bf Duſt : 
L And Rubbiſh, quite forſaken: , : 
Diſparke antÞinto' Foreſt turing! NO 
No careof me was taken” 700 Oo 
Help me to bleſs the Lord ; © - | 
Ye Idol-Nations come: 4 . 218 gs 
Let's Praiſe the T.ord' with joynt accord; -  / 
- And bleſs his Name alone. © 7 © x 
found his favour when 
ÞI- My caſe was worfe-than yours : 
{\was a prize in his fait eyes, 
Such help-free Grace procures. 
LIU; K 4 .. i_ 


\ * 4 
> w—_— 
, = 


4 — 2OO Y. 

| "And now 1 am a Wall; 

E Whoſe ſtrength ſhall ever ſtand: 
" The matter of it is Free-ſtone ; 

Laid by Free-Grace's hand. 

-- The Cement is the Blood 

' Was ſhed upon the Croſs: 
7 h2 height of it o'retops the Skies, 

Will you this Love ingroſs ? L 

Tho you have-cruel been, . ©) [211 

 . Both to the Saints and me: 
Yet if this call ſhall fetch you in, 

Ile be a "Wall you ſee. , A 


—— as. 


2 
—_ —_ 


CANT. VIII. ro. 


n——_— 4 my Breaſts are Towers 
HYMN 43- 2 
LL Praiſes bring to Siows King: 
See what I was, and what Il am: 
My hills of Fleſh could not refreſh Fe 


 Thethirſt of one poor ſucking Lamb. 
Children I had, bur ill brought up; ; 
No Suftenance within their pow'rs ; 
They always drank of Ado/es Cup; 
Bur now through Grace, 'my Breaſts are 
And thus ye Gentiles,'twas with you,(Tow'rs. 
When almoſt all your pipes were _ 
our 
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* Your Teachers into Corners drew , 
Your Paſtors into Priſons put. 

' Your Breaſts were cut, that ſhould have giver: © 
Their Milk to them the Beaſts devours: _ 
But thanks be to the God of Heaven, 


That now through Grace,your Breaſts ate * 
Let Lambs of Chriſt now frisk and dance, 
And ſport themſelves on Son hill: 
For God will now their heads advance ; 
Their Mothers Breaſts. with fatneſs fill. 
pas vo our milky Breaſts have been "I" 
ike Fountains ſtopt by higher Pow 
' (lt was our Glory, Fs their Sin) ; as 
= | (Tow'ts. 
But now through Grace, our Breaſts are- 


— E 23 my 


CANT. VII. 10. 


—Then was I in bis eyes as one that found 
favour. | 


HYMN 144. 


\ TOw doth my thankful heart rebound , 
| And fain would raiſe me higher 

lo bleſs the favour that I found. 

O draw me to thee nigher. 


Help 


. (Tow'rs. . 


” 
— 
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* Helpme to ſtrip me of my ſelf; 
- IntoGme Cherub-turn: --- 
* To. ſoond the-Praiſe. of thee, my. King: - 
-. _ O make:the. Fire burn , | 
- And heat my Heart red-hot with Love: | þ| 
- © Such favour | have found. 
- Would | werenothing elſe buf _ 510 hh. 
" "Thy Praiſes to reſound. 16.1 22 
How happy are the Souls in Blk , at 
E 'The Spirits perfect made ; 
- Whoſe everlaſting work it is ,.. 
+  Tolovethee, is theis trade! ;;; ,., ; ot 411 
Who, bave no. body of their ads $100 9211. 
N5 body elle, to hinder4, 3160 212731) | 
O that 1 could but praiſe thee here j 4 
'As they can Prails thee yondera ©; -7 
| ie favour of thy Heart and Eyes - i 
-— So unexpected was, _ _ ——— 
» ?Tis Love of all things ®hat 1 prize;. 
| So great a_worthit hath. : } 


> AG 


— 
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CANT. VII "A 


| Solomon had a Vineyard at Baal-hamon: he let 
out the Vineyard untd Keepers ; every one for 
Th the fruit thereof, was to bring a thouſand | 
; pieces of falver. rh | 


HYMN 145. 


Q” O N, \my: Vineyard, is become . 

KD As deſolateras once ſhe was: 
And there are Nations in her Womb, ...-:: 
Like Pregnant Vines that-all ſurpaſs. 

Fle Warer her.Both Night and-Day, 
And ſweetly force her coming Fruit : A 

: Let the Winds bluſter-as they may. "7.7 
TI GOD; haveſfaidir, and Fledo it. - 

King Solomon had a Vineyard great, 
In Beal-hamon' it was: plac'd : 
It was a ſweet and: lovely Seat ; 
Greatly admired arid embrac'd. 
*T was fet with Vines and other Trees , 

. And richly-ſtor*d in every place : 

- But nor like mine : my Plants are Souls; 
And Stocks of an immortal race. | 
He farm.d his Vineyard out! to thoſe, - 
-- A thouſand. Stlverlings that gave-- 


: 


But 


(294 ) 
- But of the Vineyard | have choſe; 
” - Myſelf alone the drefling have. 

- .Lmade my Plants, ſo did not he ; 
 Iſetthem all with my own hand. | 
Thoſe that were-dead, reſtored be, Tr 
And flouriſh all at my command. 


ee. 


—_ - _ 


CANT. VII. 12. 4 


3 My Vineyard which is mine, before me : thou, . 
0 Solomon, muſt bawe a thouſand, and-- 
_ that keep the fruit thereof , tpo butt: 


HY M N- 146: 


E, * - ing Solomons Tenants ſhar'd theFruit; | 
&. They profit had; as well as he, 

- _ Or elſe they never had come to't: 

. Two hundred filverlings their Fee. 

- My Saints, 1 muſt have all your Fruit ; 

. Your Pains and Labours all is mine :- | 
Your Glory bring to Sons King ; R 
Tis he that waters every Vine. - 
, Nowtſhall you bear your Fruitto me, 

” That once the ſtranger haddevour'd: 
Now ſhall you be like fruicful trees, 
And Apples in my boſom pour'd. 


"4 
—_ 


Now 


: ( 205 ) 

EXE Now ſhall your Fruit be pleaſant, arid * 

F Full grown and Mellow for my taft. 
Inſtead of rent to me in hand, 
Fe pay you all the Rent at laſt. 

'You ſerve your ſelves in ſerving me; 
You love your ſelves when me you. love ; 
If here you not rewarded be ; | 
You ſhall receiv't in Heaven above. 

And tho King Solomon, could not graft 
Into himſelf. to raiſe his. Fruit : 
You into me ſhall. grafted be: 
Take it upon my word, Ile - do't. 


A — —— ——  __ 


CANT. VII. 13. 


Thou that dwelleft in the Gardens, the compa» _ * 


ajons bearken to thy voice — 
HY MN 447. 


A /FFY work is done, I muſt be gone; 
My bufineſs calls away , 

To wait upon my Fathers Throne: 
Farewel, I muſt not ſtay. | 

Mean while, Ple leave my heart behind , 
And often to thee ſend : 

And ſpread thy caſe, at Throne of -Gracez 
And ſtrongly thee defend. 


I've 


y 2 
- Say 


| if { 206 ) d 

Pre plac'd thy Habiration in 3 
The Gardens of delight. W 

.No more the Boar, as was before, 
Thy tender: Plants ſhall bire. 

Amidit theſe fruitful Plants ſhall be 
Thy work and dwelling placed : 

And with incouragement thou: ſhalt ſee 
Each Border ſweetly graced. 


Intheſe incloſed Gardens , let 1 
The Commons hear thy voice, 1 
And thoſe that have not liſtned yet, 'B 
To hear thee, ſhall rejoyce. | 
Then tell them plainly all the thing: 'A 


Bid ehem accept their bliſs: 
When news you bring of Sions King , 
They will be yours and his. 


- 
a OY —_ 
——— 


F:.- CANT. VII. 13: 


—— Cauſe me to hear it. 


HYMN 148. "0 


Let rhe hear you Preach to thoſe 
That would Companions be 
and in Priviledg: 

O bring them unto me. . 
+ Call nothing common and unclean : 
; bh 3Ye greateſt Sinner may 


>] 
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precious blood be turn'd to good; - 
Their fins be done away : 
'Þ,But let me hear you ſpeak to me. 
'* No whiſpering Trumpet ſhall 
FE Convey the Voice : my Spirit ſhall be 
F Your Mouth, your Poſt, your All. 
{1 muſt be gone, you know a while, 
As was ordain'd of old: 
To get things ready for the day 
| That was folong foretold. 
{But in this diſtance let me hear 
From thee, my deareſt Love. _ 
'Acquaint me but with what thou want'ſ, 
le ſend it from above. 
I My full ſupplies ſhall feaſt thine Eyes; 
T And make thy heart rc joyce : 
Tonly move to thee my love, + 
''Let me but hear thy Voice. 
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CANT. VIII 14: 
Make baſft, my beloved, and be thou like to 6 k 


roe, Or to a young hart pon rhe mcuntams of 
ſpices. 


HYMN 149... : 4 


Y God, make all the haſt thou canſt; 
Why do the hours move ſo flow? 
Why ſtops the glaſs that turned was 
So many hundred years ago ? 
1 Is wakeful time faln faſt aſleep ? 
”#Z. | Why do the wheels of Motion ſtay ? 
E, Why doth my G6d in Priſon keep 4 
| That bleſt and long'd-for glorious day. 
> Lovers will haſten all they can: 
Thou loveſt ; then, why doſt thou ſtay? 
What Love and linger? O make halt: 
Lord if thou lov'it me, come away. | 
oh Op not the roneres of the World; I 
Nor joys, nor toys, that can delight me. To 
The blefled Ange "Han Faces , | 
Without thy Preſence would affright me. 
The glorious Joys of Heav'n it ſelf, 
Are but a Map of thee, my King: 
Jeſas in Shorthand Charatters : 
_,Anotion, but thy ſelf the thing. 


$ 


Come } 


: 
4 


_— 


. | 29Q } * LEDs, WE 
is then, my All, my chiefeſt food! WY 
* When ſhall bleſt Heavens fo befrierid us; 
To ſpare thee down ? O:when' ſhall they*. 
- A fightof our dear JESUS:fend us. -. 
Is it not midnight, Lord; and:paſt 4 | - 3 
When ſhall we hear the Cingks ArizeOne ? | , 1 
L One Faitli, One Way,One gight,One Taft, :, 
1 One Lawgiver, One Lord; *One Thgone? ©  : 
1 One Truth, One Goſpel, One Conſent, | 
| Orie God, One Jeſus only known?” | 
Oh that this midnight-bour were ſpent; ,.. 
t; | That all mightcoaleſce in One... . 


—, 


ET 


— Be thou like to 4. oe, 0x49 4 ng apes | : 
the mountains of ſpices. 
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1 TEver more need to” cometh ſpoedy 
I'N--Foundacions axe dillolved : 
C. ptice.and Right is fallen quite : 
Thy-Saintsin wo involved. : 
E. FLond; if thou wilt by water comes . 
Mine Eyes ſhall SEA 3. "2 
Oriif by. Land ! my Charets ſtand. +2 
In readineſs for thee: - _— 
"ot ; id" 
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* Pardon ths & error ; tears nor love; 
- Nor no ſuch thing from me, 
3 | Catia bis combos from above.,. 
Z The ey Mounrains are 3 ; 
b e ountains are thy: | 
+ perfume the Air: tl j TS 
The Hearn Gal ſhall open in that day, 
-- © Ang Beamsof glory fair. - 2 
- The Angels ſhall attend thy call, | 
Thy Saints ſhall wait upon thee, F 
” Thy Dead ſhall riſe, thy/Trump ſurprize-| 
” Thy Enemies flying from thee. F 
bo -Othar, that welcome day were come ! 
=. We never ſaw a day. : 2 
 Cani it be day without a Sun? 
_ Sweet Jeſus ! come away. 


Triuni Gloria. 


Omnia fecit Amor. 
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